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TO THY 


PRINGESS. 


Madame | 


\ \ J HEN Relig10n appears in 4 declining 
State, only the greateſt Hands can re- 
vive the expiring Virgin, make ſoft 

Bluſhes ruſh out again into uer faded Cheeks, and 

ubbory and aunnurtur'd Souls ſubmit to the 
facred Violence of her prevailing Beauties. 

Almighty God is the Great Phyſician who 
alone can make this happy Change in Her, who, 
as deſcended from Himſelf, depends upon his 

Smiles, and lives and conquers only to and for 

Him ;, but He makes Princes Nurſing Fathers, 

and Princeſſes Nurſine Mothers to that heavenly 

Charmer. He made a Royal Unbeliewer the Pa- 

troneſs of his, Friend, the Founder of Judaiſm, 


expos'd to the-uncertain Fluxes of the Nzle; and 


has of Your Royal Highneſs, the preateſt 


Princeſs of the Chriſtian Name, the blett Pro- 
teftreſs of that Divine Religion, proteſt in that 


Church which he has here founded in his own moſt 
precious Blood, 
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T have endeavour®d to reduce 4 wavdring Ha- 


gar, perverted Poetry, to the Service of her 


ſacred Miſtreſs; T have taught her to ſing 
the Songs of Sion 1n a degenerate Ape ; I haye 
filled her Mouth with holy Prayers, .--le 
Praiſes, and devout Ejaculations ; have taught 
her to look up again tothat Heaven from whence 
ſhe came at firſt ; and that ſhe may hereafter 
take the »obler Flights, T lay her an humble Pe- 
titioner at the Feet of Towr Royal Highneſs. 

However I have manag'd the Cauſe, Pm 
ſure I have taken Saninary under the beſt Protec- 
tion: And if THE CHRISTIAN PATTERN, 
hugg'd fo oft in pious Boſoms when in her r«ſtick 
Habit, can now in a more refiz*d State and 
_ Garb give any Delight to Tour Royal 
Highneſs's retir'd Hours; or, under the Shadow 
of ſo Auguſt 4 Name, make Religion and Pety 
more valued among reputed Chriſtians, I ſhall 
think my {elf avioully happy, and all thoſe 
Minutes well employ*d, which gave me an Op- 
portunity to aſſume the Title of Gods and Tour 
Royal Hhighneſs's | 


Moſt Humble, 
Moſt Faithful, and 


Devoted Servant, 


LuxE M1ILBOURNE, 


E. 
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P%: RY in elder days was the Servant of Religion 3 

by that our Anceſtors tranſmitted Divine Truths 
to their Poſterity ;, and Prophets and Prieſts con- 
vey'd the Precepts of Morality and the Myſteries of 
Faith down to therr Diſciples : and perbaps Holy Scripture 
it ſelf affords us nothing more Antient, than the lſraclites 
Song aftcr the drowning of Pharaoh and his Fg yptian 
Army in the Red Sea, and the Hiſtory of Job, which 
with the Songs of Moſes, Deborah, Habakkuk, and 
the Canticles, are the moſt exalted Pieces of Porſy 
in the World. 

But as Religion her ſelf, the greateſt Beauty of the 
rational Soul, bas been abusd to cover the Extravagances 
of the worſt of Villains; ſo Poetry, the Gift of Hea- 
ven, bas, by the Adivity of Hell and wicked Men, 
been perverted to affront its Giver, to cxplode Religion, 
to wvitiate Manners, and to countenance and encourage 
whatſoever might provoke God, and ſcandalize confider- 
ing Men. 

Soft Words, harmonious Numbers, lofty Fancy, da- 
ring Figures, and noble Expreſſions, have been the Leaf- 
Gold to diſguiſe infettious Pills. Our moſt celebra- 
ted Poets of late bave led the Way to Vice, and the reſt 
of the crawling Vermine have ſometimes croak*d ever 
in the Royal Chambers; Wir has been meaſur'd by its 

A 4 Lewdneſs, 
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Lewdneſs, and He has been eſteem'd the beſt Poet who 
has made the moſt numerous Proſelytes to the Devil, 

This Refledion made ſome of my Reverend Brethren 
invite me to aſſert the Antient Rights of Poetry. They 
thought it worthy the Study of a Divine, to make her 
talk in ber Original Language ; promote the Honour of ' 
God, and the Intereſts of Religion ; convince the World 
that heavenly things were capable of all the Embelliſhments 
with which a Poetical Genius could accoutre them ; and 
that without the ridiculous Garniture of a Fantaſtick 
Beau, Religion might appear in publick with the chaym- 
ing Modeſty of a Virgin, the — of a Queen, the 
Purity of an Angel, and the Awtfulneſs of a God. 

When I was perſwaded to try my Talent that way, the 
Bookſeller,whoſe Intereſt was like to be concern'd, pitchd 
upon the CHRISTLAN PATTERN, as meriting a bet- 
ter Dreſs than at preſent it appear'd in. The Original 
is extreamly plain and very pious, much bought up by 
well-inclin'd Chriſtians, and very likely to advance De- 
votion. Verſe may render it yet more pleaſant to the 
Reader, more impreſſive on the Memory z the very mode 
of Expreſſion may add ſomething to the Excellency of 
the Matter, and both together yaiſe theSoul to a nobley 
pitch in queſt of Divine Vertues, and never-ending Fe- 
licity. 

The preſent Book then is the Produ@ of ſome, unwiſh'd 
for, leiſure Hours, Who was the firſt Author of it, is 
as impertinent a Diſquiſttion, - as that after the true Au- 
thor of the Epiſtles aſcriÞd to Phalaris, or the Writer 
of Xſop's Fables. ' Tet Monkeur Launoy has diſcharg'd 
Thomas a Kempis, and aſcribes it to John de Cana- 
baco, or Gerſen, or Geſlen, Abbot, as I think, of 
Vercelles, and contemporary with St. Francis : The 

Book 
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"Book has a ſufficient TinQure of the Age it was writ- 
"ten in 3 a ſour kind of Leaven runs through it, which I 
' have endeavour'd ſo far t» purge out, that it might be 
at once a pleaſant and wholeſome RefedGion for a Pious 
 Contemplative Chriſtian. 

The Work is a Paraphraſe, ſometimes cloſe to the 
Text, ſometimes more Libertine, as the matter would al- 
Jow. Sometimes 1 have only kept my Author in view at 
14 diſtance, making bis Religious my Chriſtian Prieſt, 
'expunging his whole 17th Chap. of Book I. for I per- 
ſwade my ſelf, that nothing but Perſecution ſhould 
drive Chriſtians into a'continued Solitude ; and that 
Monaſteries and Convents, thoſe Academies of Super- 
ſtition and refin'd Lewdneſs, were none of the Inſti- 
tutions of the Goſpel. 

In the 4th Book, treating wholly of the Euchariſt, I 
Lave trodden with all the tenderneſs I could between the 
Extreams of Popiſh Superſtition, and Phanatic Inde- 
cency and Slovenlineſs, I loveno empty Signs, nor am 


. I ambitious to devour my Maker. A Socinian would 


ſcarce tempt me to eſteem the Lord's Supper an Inſtituti- 
on of no weight, an unholy thing ; nor could all the 
Sopbiſtry of a Hind let looſe, and giving goodly 
Words,perſwade me to adore the Conſecrated Elements, 
as if they were tranſubſtantiated into God. 

The Matter of the Bock is ſerious and grave, but full 
of Breaks and Repetitions, which were not always to be 
avoided, and made it the harder to find out Lemma's to 
every Chapter, which might be pertinent : the Stile 1s ve- 
ry mean, and therefore leſs capable of Ornament ; To 
dreſs our Saviour's Sermon on the Mount with 7irgil's 
Flights, or Ovid's Fancy, would be, not to beaurify, 
but profane it. Sacred Truth may evaporate with the 

Violence 
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Violence of a hot Brain 3 and too much Light may ſtrike 

a Man quite blind ; yet, humble as the Oiginal is, I have 
ſometimes adventur'd to ſoar a little, but never out of 
Sight. To compenſate for the meanneſs of the Stile, 1 
bave dreſs it out in the greater Variety of Numbers,and 
have tuned them to the Judicious Ear, ſo as nothing in 
them may ſound harſh or ungrateful , and inſtead of the 
Original Chapters, I have put a Text of Scripture, 
generally pretty appoſate, in the head of every Diviſion. 
It may now perbaps ſuperſede the Common Engliſh Proſe 
Tranſlation ; but I'm not for diſcarding even Sternhold 
and Hopkins for a worſe Verſion of David's Pſalms, 
nor that Proſe for tedious and ill-ſounding Rhimes. 
The 3d Book, being all Dialogue, I have given all fit- 
ting Variety to, without reſolving it into Stanzaes, In 
ſhort, by the Smoothneſs of the Verſe, the general 
Correctneſs of the Engliſh, and that pious Air which 
runs thro the whole, ſome I hope may be drawn to admire 
Divine Poetry, and to court a native Lovelineſs more 
than a flaunting adulterated Beauty. 

The t:mploy was a bappy Diverſion of thoſe Melan- 
cholic Thoughts which elſe might have affet#ed one too 
much, wh: had met with no extraordinary good Uſage 
from th: !/orld, In it I endeavour'd as much as poſſible 
to make the Author's Sentiments, ſo far as juſtifiable, 
my own; and the Peruſer may read my Heart and the 
Original Compoſer's together. And indeed whoever 
would Tranſlate or Paraphraſe an Author well, muſt 
try to work up himſelf to the ſame temper he was 
in when he wrote the Original. A narrow Soul 
cant exhibit the Excellencies of Homer or Virgil 
another Language ; nor will David's Harp ſound well 
in any Hand, but where the ſame Spirit, who influenced 
that 
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that ſweet Singer of Iſrael, has in ſume meaſure poſſeſt 
the Heart, and harmoniz'd the Life and Convey/ ation. 

I expe@ the Criticks ſhould ſpend their Verdicts upon 
the Performance. As for the Subject it's too much out 
of the road of the Witty Tribe ;, they”l let it alone for the 
ſame reaſon, for which Aretine ſpoke no evil of God. 
But they'l carp at an Epithet, or nibble at a Phraſe ;, and 
Jook upon it as very Affrontive that a little Theologue 
ſhould pretend acquaintance with the Muſes, that be 
ſhould preſume to cenſure the Brethren of Parnaſlus, or 
divert Poetry from the Service of lewd Miſtrelles, 
from Burleſquing the moſt Divine Truths, fro pro- 
fane Rants, and blaſphemous Flights, from the Sla- 
very of an obſcene Stage, and gratifyiag a corrupted 
Populace. To all this He mu#t plead Guilty : He owns 
he loves and reverences that Holy Religion which they 
ſeoff at, and ridicule ;, and here, as a late Author expreſ- 
ſes it, Is a Field of Satyr open'd to Him : But be had 
rather ſpend his Time in compoſing Hymns to the Glory 
of his Maker, than Satyrs upon an Atheiſtical Crew z 

not that he fears their Returns, but he thinks every 
Minute miſfent which is laid out upon them. 

I pretend not yet that I have made a compleat Poem 
of the Chriſtian Pattern ; perhaps even the great Cor- 
neille faiPd in that, tho ſome ſay- his Paraphraſe on our 
Author was his Maſterpiece. I dream not of having ho+ 
nour'd my Country, exalted my Mother Tongue, 
that I have wrong'd my Author leſs than others 
have done, that my Faults are neither groſs nor fre- 
quent, and all that. Thoſe who are us'd to admire 
themſelves, can*s forbear it when they have one 
Foot in the Grave ; but the old Hound deſerves the 
Cudgel who thinks he can pinch as cloſe when his Teeth 
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are out, as he could in his more vigorous Years, ] 
a good Chriſtian, as well as a good Critick, ſhews 
me my Error, Dl corre& it ,, Criticiſm ſhould aim 
only at mending what's amiſs. The true Critick 
diſtinguiſhes of the Stiles of Authors, gives us an Au- 
thentick Text, and the true Import of Words in 
particular Writers ; /hews the Difference between ſpu- 
rious and genuine Pieces, that Relation there is between 
Mens Writings, and the Laws and Uſages of the 
Countries or Places they write in or about : He tyies to 
fix the Xraes of great Revolutions, and of particu- 
lar, if. conſiderable, Events, and endeavours to ſhew the 
Cryptick Senſe of the moſt learned or obſcure Authors. 
The Critick who employs himſelf thus, deſerves not the 
CharaGer of ill Nature, be only helps to ſet things in 
their true Light; where he 7 Aon any Man his Miſ- 
takes, be gives him an opportunity of reCtifying *um, 
that be may look out into the World with the Eulogies of 
ſome reaſonable Creature beſade himſelf. He lets the 
World ſee how much they are oft impos'd on by Names and 
Noiſe, and how juſtly they may complain, 


Grandia ſzpe quibus mandavimus Hordea ſulcis, 
Infelix Lolium & ſteriles naſcuntur avene. 


Which, notwithſtanding the New Verſion of that great 
Poet, Pd render thus, 


Oft where with faireſt Grain we ſow'd the Fields, 
Darnel and barren Oats the luckleſs Harveſt yields. 


Some Gentlemen perhaps, who, by the Religion they 
profeſs, claim kindred with Heathens, Jews, and Ma- 
hometans 


—— 
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hometans (for it's good to be of the ſtrongeſt ſide) may 


think I bave gone out of my way (that*s the Word) 


-under the laſt Head to meet with them. I muſt confeſs 


I have ſome Obligations to them, which in due time, 
God willing, I ſhall very faithfully diſcharge, I cawe 
wonder that thoſe who have calPd my Mother Whore, 
ſhould fix a malicious Charatter upon Me. They are 


a Generation formidable, not for ther reaſoning Facul- 


ty, but for their Jeſuitiſm and Impudence. They deal 
with the Defenders of Truth as eAthiopian Apes with 
their Enemy the Lion ; they fling all the Sand and Duſt 
they can rake together into his Mouth and Eyes, and then 
run away grinning, and hope to eſcape in a Cloud of 
their own railing. They ſhelter their Sawcineſs under 
the Pretence of a fine new Diſcovery ; They bave 
found (doubtleſs after much Faſting and Prayer, as Fa- 
ther Lzlius of old) that there are Nominal and Real 
Trinitarians (and who would regard them who are ſo 
divided among themſelves ?_) as if thoſe who aſſert 
the Father, Son and Holy Ghoſt to be real diſtin& 
Perſons or Subſiſtences in the ſame Divine Nature, 
and thoſe who aſſert, That every particular Perſon 
has his own peculiar Mode of Subſiſtence in that 
Divine Nature, did not both believe a real Tri- 
nity. Or, as if They were not to be credited in 
their moſt ſolemn Aſſeverations, when theſe Night- 
Birds, declaring their Agreement with the Church of 
England (that ſuperannuated Beldam, that Empire 
of King Oberon, as they ſometimes very reſpefuly call 
Her ) expe& to be believed; tho to believe them a Man 
muſt crack more Falſhoods and notorious Contradictions 
than all thoſe Myſteries amount to, which they have pre- 
tended to break their Teeth upon. Indeed if they'd 

own 
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own once that the Father in and by Himſelf is Infi- 
nite, Eternal, Incompreben/ible, &c. that the Son is in 
and by Himſelf, Infinite, Eternal, Incomprehenſj- 
ble, &c. and that the Holy Ghoſt is in and by Himſelf, 
Infinite, Eternal, Incomprebenſible, &c. they will agree 
in that Point with the Church of England ; and the Ar- 
gument deducible from thoſe Conceſſions, to prove that 
the Father is God, the Son God, and the Holy Ghoſt 
God, and yet that there is and can be but one God, 
will amount toa Demonſtration. 

They tell us indeed that their Writings look like fair 
well-turniſh'd Houſes, where every thing is plain and 
regular ; but they may remember the famous Manchegan 
Hero, who was as eminent for Ghivalry as they are for 
Divinity, took the beggarly Vent for a ſtately Caſtle, 
bare Walls and Sluttiſhneſs for noble Furniture, and 
a pair of Strowling Drabs for beautiful Damſels and 
Illuſtrious Princeſſes. Again, they find nothing but 
dark and obſcure #n the cleareſt Vindications of Etey- 
nal Truth,but its becauſe they are always blind at Home, 
and their Eyes are in the ends of the Earth. Indeed 
if Religion wanted Buffoons or Merry Andrews, the 
Gentlemen might be of ſome uſe to Her : For, for a 
rude or imyertiment Jelt, a modiſh Droll, a blaſphe- 
mous Flirr, or along Declamation 7 praiſe of their 
evi Elixirs, Orvietans, or Pouders, of Pimperlim- 
pimp, they'd 2utdo moſt of our riding Quacks, or Ger- 
man ſugglers ; but for ſound Reaſon, Chry/zppus his 
Dog outuyed*um ;, and Balaam's AſS might much better 
thar They, have ſuperſeded the neceſſity of Divine Re- 
velation. Anſwers to them are to the lefs purpoſe, be= 
cauſe they murder us ſo with their repeated Crambe's , 
their wretched Quelq;, Choſe ſhall be ſet again a bun- 

dred 
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dred times upon the ſame Table, only made a little poi- 
nant with the Sauce of a new Scoff, or the Haut-goit of 
a Jeer ; and Nothing, not the Erernal Deity himſelf, 
can eſcape the ridicule, when theſe Saints of a new 
Stamp take Penin hand, to aſſert the Reaſonableneſs of 
Chriſtianity, to examine Scripture accurately, to ex- 
plode Myſtery, and to blaſpheme the Holy and Un- 
divided Trinity, 

It's bard to think they can have any Reverence for 
true Religion, who write only for 7 | (ifion of 
thoſe who have none. And we bruw #4. great De- 
ſigns their late celebrated Champion had; Scripture 
appear'd to him a meer Heap of Contradictions : and 
to be reveng”'d on thoſe who wov.1d not ſwallow Chriicianity 
without Myſteries, he piouſly reſol2?d to jct up Mahu- 


metiſim ix oppolition to it > and doubtleſs be knew very 


well, that neither Scripture, nor the Churches anti- 
ent Confeſſions of Faith, contain'd half ſo many Ar- 
guments for the Unitarian Divinity as the Alcoran. 
Myſteries in Religion are very offen/zve to ſome weak 
Eyes. Men of no Religion may perhaps be thought fit- 
teſt to write the Hiſtory of it ; they muſt needs be 1m- 
partial, becauſe they bave no Intereſts in the Subject 
they treat of : but for Men of looſe Lives to decry 
what they call Prieſt-craft, for Men of very ordina- 
ry IntelleQtuals to explode Myſteries, and for thoſe 
of no Principles to take upon um to refine and vin- 
dicate Chriſtianity, is a Demonſtration that Chriſ- 
tianity 1s the beſt Religion, Myſteries truly uſeful 
m it, and the Chriſtian Prieſthood the nobleſt, tho 
the moſt invidious, Employment in the World. Prieſt- 
craft 15 grown a Cant-word, us'd by thoughtleſs Ani- 
mals, who ſeldom know their own meaning in't, Some- 

thing 
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_ thing they'r angry at :- They can't ſleep quietly in their 


Vices ; they can't live peaceably like Heathens in a 
Chriſtian Country ; they cawt devour the Patrimony 
of the Church without oppoſition, #or ſet up Athe- 
iſm without the danger of a Reprimand from ſome 
il]-bred Blackcoat. I ſhort, Religion's againlt them, 
and therefore they are reſolv'd to be againſt it. This 
ſhould render it the more valuable to ſober Men ; it 
ſhould make them ſtudy by PraQtical Holineſs, as well 
as weighty Arguments, to cruſh the Heads of Athe- 
iſm and Hereſy ; to embrace kindly whatever promotes 
that Holineſs, and even to bug THE CHRISTLAN 
PATTERN, how meanly ſoever Paraphras'd, while it 
ſtrives in the ſofteſt way, to impreſs the ſacred Image 
of our bleſſed Maſter on the Hearts of the greateſt 
Prieſts or Biſhops, or of the humbleſt private Chriſ- 
tians, 


ERRAT A. 


Ag. 12, I. 14. r. fluttering. p. 13+ 1. 6. r. nightly. p. 47. 1. 17. 
for this, r. thy. p. 60. 1.23.1. preſumptuous. p59. 1.1. r. diſeaſe. 
P- $7.1. 18. r. ſhalt. p.69. 1.8. r. ſhalt. p. 83. 1.17. r. by thy. p. 86. 
after 1. 11. a blank line is wanting, p. 89. 1. 1. after yet pur , 
P. 110. 1. 8. r. Secrets. P. 120. 1. 15. I. ſtrange ;, for. p. 155. t. 3+ 
r. Live. p.186. 1. 23. for while r. which. p. 187. 1. 18. after live 
make ! p. 205. 1. 20. after can I make , p. 223+ |. 12. afrer inef- 
fe#ually put! p.239+ 1.17. r. God. P. 245+ 1-22, I. my Soul, p.260, 
L 11. after cat pur 5 


—_—_ MK a ac KX Sa, 


Book I. 


"RY 
© — —_— —— — 


ir 
a Fre Wo IT 
y + The Chriſtian Pattern 
t- | 
ne h | 
is 
NT WOO | _— 
ll | 
_ The Firſt Book. 
CS _ 
N 
it I, 
C | bo : 
. Vanity of V anities, all is Vanity. 
| HOer'e to follow me his Steps applies, 
Or'e his bleſt Head no gloomy Clouds 
ſhall riſe, 
But Life's pure Light ſhall fill his Heart, and ſpar- 
kle in his Eyes, 
4 
5. Thus ſpoke ot Holy Jeſus, and can we 
'» *Eredream of Light and Immortality, (clear, 
” That Truth's pure Bearns ſhould our dark Fancies 
b Unleſs, like his, our Lives reformd appear ? 


O letour Thoughts then on his Actions dwell 
Whoſe Do&rines Man's divineſt Rules excel ! 
If his enlightning Spirit guide the Mind, 0 
*T will treafur'd there the ſecret Manna find, 

B Truth, 


E 4'y 


Va - 
Oy — __—_w_—_—_—w_—_— 6 


2 The ( briſtian Book I. 


Truth, ſweet and taſteful as that Angels Food, 
Not loath'd, but always welcom'd by the Good. 

If he withdraw, tho with the Goſpel bleſt, 

Our Souls are ſtill with lazy Dreams oppreſt ; 

But when enflam'd by him, we try to live 

By thoſe great Rules his heavenly Actions give, 

All clear and plain his ſacred Words appear, 

And, to the Heart revyeaPd, are grateful to the Ear. 


W hat tho I could with ſtrange Acuteneſs pry 20 
Into the ſtill Myſterious Trinity ? 
Only more Woes would me at laſt ſurprize, 
Should my proud Soul from thence that dreadful God 

deſpiſe. 

Not lofty Thoughts, nor Words which ſmoothly roll, 
But Purity, to God endears the Soul. 
Let others curious Definitions ſpin, 
O let me feel true Grief for Guilt within, in. 
And Floods of unſeenTears purge out my Stains of 


What tho thy apprehenſive Mind compriz'd 
What er*e thoſe old Philoſophers devis'd ? 30 
What tho thy faichful Mem'ry could recite, 

What er*e in Scriptures Holy Penmen write ? 

Vain were thy Reach, and vain thy Memory, 

Unleſs God's Grace and Love were lodg'd in thee. 
AlPs 
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Alls Vanity, and more than vainly vain, 

But God's pure Love, and our dear Saviour” Chain ; 
We're wiſe indeed, if we the World deſpiſe, 

And graſp at Thrones and Crowns above the Skies, 


It's vain to covet or to truſt in Gold, 
It's vain to be to Honours height extoll'd ; 49 
Yain are our carnal Luſts and fond Deſires, 
Whoſe Woes but preface HelPs Eternal Fires. 
Yain is the longeſt Life when vainly ſpent, 
Life's vain unleſs on future Glories bent: 
It's vain to love what like a Tempeſt flies, (dies. 
And leave that long'd-for Bliſs which never never 


Think then on what the wiſeſt Man reply'd, 
The Eyes and Ears are never ſatisfi'd. 
What er'e the longing Appetite receives, 
Only a ſickly Wiſh, and tedious Longings leaves. 55 
Turn then thy Soul from wretched Earth below, | 


And all thy Thoughts on heavenly Joys beſtow ; 


; wy a ſpotleſs Conſcience warm thy Breaſt, 
[nd thou fecurely on thy Saviour's Boſom reſt. 
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IT. 


K pow thy Self. 
(thou be 
Ouldſt thou know much,my Soul ? and wouldſt 
| From thy great Maſters Service free ? 
Wouldſt thou by curious Rules of Art deſcry 
The various Motions of the Sky ? 

Fond Wretch ! the Clown, who but himſelf can read, 
By that ſhort Leſſon will thy ſoaring Art exceed. 6c 


Know but thy Self, thy Self thow'lt ſoon deſpiſe, 
Nor to the World's Applauſes riſe ; p 
Thy Works, not Arts, ſhall be ſeverely ſcann'd, 
When all the World in Judgment ſtand ; 
Ceaſe then thy Pains, and never court thy Woes, 
Decelt and Madneſs ſtill with mighty Learning goes. 


Men pufft with Learning love the pointing Hand, FE: 
And much on ſwelling Titles ſtand, | 
And ſpend their careleſs Hours in empty Toys If 
Which ne're advance their ſober Joys. 7. 
But ſure He's mad who wondrous Knowledg gains 
Yet never knows the means to ſcape infernal Pains! 


Gre: © 
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Great Words can never hll thy Appetite, 


Great A&1ons only bring Delight, 
Purge but thy ſelf, then boldly lift thy Face 

To the bright Throne of heavenly Grace. 
Great Senſe and Knowledg, where the Practice fails, 
Only the heavier Woes on wretched Souls entails. 


Fear then thy flowing Patts, thy matchleſs Senſe, 
And all thy vaſt latelligence : 80 

Know what thou wilt, thow'lt but the ſooner find 
A thouſand things have ſlipt thy Mind ; 

A thouſand Men whoſe Names are ſcarcely known, 

Beyond thy Learning far, and utmoſt Reach have 
gone. 


Study thy Self ! with all exaQtneſs know 
How all Afairs within thee go ! 
Examinall thy Ways, and ſoon to thee 
Thy Self the nobleſt Theme ſhall be : 
If others thou before thy ſelf prefer, 


'" $uch humble Thoughts expreſs true'Wiſdom?s Cha- 


racer, 90 
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Thou mayſt, perhaps, another's Failures ſee, 
His Crimes may lie expos'd to thee, 
Yet ſcorn him not, nor think thy ſelf ſecure, 
Our Steps on Earth are rarely ſure. 
Thon ſtandſt ! conſider, leſt thy ſelf ſhould fall, 
All Men are frail indeed, but thou more frail than all 


IT. 
TRUTH. 


Appy the Man whom Truth ſecurely. guides 
By ſecret Ways and powerful Influence! 
Happy the Man-in whoſe weak Head reſides 
No falſe Opinion from deceitful Senſe ! [9 
But Ignorance would rather chuſe, 
Than Time in vain Deſigns abuſe, 


\Ve're mad in Arts obſcure to ſpend our Days, 
To ſhun the Light, and Intricacies chaſe : 
Where God's Eternal Word the Truth diſplays, 
We all at once may know, and all embrace; 
| Where that once ſpeaks, weſafely reſt, 
With Peace and Faith unfading blelſt. 
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O thou eſſential Truth, my Soul unite 
To thee by all the Bonds of ſacred Love ! 
O thou my Saviour, O my Soul's Delight ! 
To whom alone my Paſſions fiercely move ! 
Let Earthly Teachers ſilent be, 


But ſpeak, O ſpeak dear Lord to me ! 


119 


The more within our ſelves our Thonghts deſcend, 
The more we ſee by God's ſuperiour Light : 
Pure Souls to Holy Works more ſtrongly bend, 
To raiſe God's Honour, and his Acts recite. 
Only our Luſts unconquer*d curb 
Our Motions,and our Thoughts diſturb, 120 


The pious Soul thoſe inward Luſts reſtrains, 
Nor bows to them, but them to Reaſon bows ; 
The brighteſt Crown the great Self-conqueror gains, 
And by his Conqueſt daily ſtronger grows. 
All other SkilPs an empty Show, 
And all's imperfe& here below. 


Wouldſt thou then go to God ? not glaring Parts, 
But humble Thoughts can reach his glorious Seat . 

Arts made by God are good ; but vertuous Hearts, 
Pore Lives, and lowly Thoughts more truly great : 
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OC 


And all in fruitleG Error dic, 131 
Who more to know than pratQtiſe try. 


O would a fooliſh World at laſt improve 
As much in Goodneſs as in vain Diſputes ! 
But thro what Gloom that ſubtle Head muſt move, 
Whoſe Practice all his godly Talk refutes ? 
Who falls, and leaves no Name behind ; 
But, . out of Sight, is out. of Mind. 


He's truly great, who's great in Charity : 139 
He's great,who's humble,and can Greatneſs ſcorn : 
He's wiſe, who Worth in none hut Chriſt can fee : 
He's learn'd, who's to Diyine Obedience born, 
Thoall inferior Glories fly, 
His balmy Name ſhall never die, 


IV. 
PRUDENCE, 


HAT e're weread, what e're we hear, 
Let Holy Care with Patience weigh, 
For Truth, alas ! we weakly bear, 
Sut Falſhood gains a mighty Sway. 


The 
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The Wiſe Man knows our faulty State 
© | Tolooſe Diſcourſe and Guilt inclin'd ; 159 
And always meaſures things by Weight, 
To no uncertain Tales reſign'd : 
He'll ne're run headlong on, nor will he be 
; Stiff in his own Conceit, and ſenſlefs Bigotry, 
Receive not then each idle Tale, 
Nor all thou hear'ſt toall relate ; 
But let a wiſe Man's Words prevail, 
Above thy own bis Counſels rate : 
A Holy Life, a Life refin'd, 
The Owners Godlike Wiſdom proves, 160 
And with Experience fills the Mind, 
And with Divine Contentment moves, 
Where God a lowly Heart a Subject gains, 
There only Prudence thrives, and inward Calmneſs 
reigns. 


; $ 


Search the Scriptures. 


_ Read theſe Sacred Volumes o're, 
This wondrous Book ſurvey ! 
Truth in its antient Springs explore, 


1© Thy Studies on the mighty Subject ſtay 3 
Perhaps 


Wy 
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Perhaps no modiſh Stuff, no milky Phraſe 
Thy ſickly Senſe may gratify, I7: 
Yet there bleſt Truth her Beams diſplays, 
And all her Treaſures lie. 


See, read apain |! to clear thy Mind, 
The Spirit's Help implore, 
That God's, who firſt the Book deſign'd, 
Whoſe Badg the well inſtructed Penmen wore, 
InſtruQive Truth in common Language lies, 
In plain and eaſy Words expreſt 
But Falſhood off like Vapour flies, 
Tho ne're ſo gayly dreſt. 18: 


Shouldſt thou myſterious Language love, 
Or lofty Flights admire, 

Thow'lt meet with Raptures here, above 
What e're thy own preſuming Thoughts inſpire. 
Don't yet Devotions humble Stile deſpiſe, 

But read with calm Attention there : 

That Brook the thirſty Lamb ſupplies, 

Whoſe Streams are ſoft and clear. 


Perhaps 


18: 


haps 
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Perhaps thou'lt find a Shepherd write, 
A Herdſman propheſy ; 190 


But, if the Spirit all-indite, 
Where can the Prejudice-againſt them lie ? 
Authority and Learning only He 
On all that Holy Tribe beſtows ; 
And all thy Studies there ſhould be 
Where Truth ſincerely flows. 


If Truth in every Sentence ſhine, 
And give thee certain Light, 

Thou know'ſt Truth*s Words are all Divine, 
Tho meaneſt Men her facred Difates write. 
The mortal Penmen ſoon are paſt, and gone 

ToDuſt, from whence at firſt they. came ; 

Truth claims Eternity alone, 

And ſtill remains the ſame. -;.; 


Thy Wit, thy Learning, and thy Parts 
Perhaps are more than mine ; 

But Gad ,. who reads our inmoſt Hearts, 
May on my Soul with greater Favours ſhine. 
Be thou impartial too, with careful Eyes 

Examine all the Sacred Roll, 

TY ineftimable Treaſure prize, 

As thy immortal Soul. 
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Wouldſt thou in Hoty Senſe improve ? 
Then lay thy ſelf aſide, 

All vain and-curious Thoughts remove, 
And Self-Conceit, and unbelieving Pride! 
Ask oft, and with ſubmiſſive Silence weigh 

What Holy Men declar'd of old ; 

Thy Judgments on their Diates ſtay, 


And their Directions hold. 220 
: VT. 
There #4 no Peace to the W, icked, | 
(low, 


HE Man whoſe wretched Thoughts are fixt be- 
Has loſt his Peace ; 
On him eternal crowding Miſchiefs flow, 
And, like rough Tides, his ſwelling Cares increaſe 3 
The flattering Fool looks d6wn with ſcornful Pride 
On others, but with ſtrange Diſturbance ſees 
How all the wiſer World his Plumes deride : 
So Haman, mad and reſtleſs, ſate 
In all his Pomp and Courtly State, 
While bended Knees 
To Haman's Inſolence the pious Jew deni'd. 
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If griping Avarice the Soul invade, 
His Guiet's Ioſt, 
Himſelf a Slave in Golden Fetters made, 
And all his mighty ExpeRations crolt : 
A Storm, which on his Windows breaks, confounds 
His mighty Slumbers with diſtraCting Dreams ; 
A Band of Cheats and Thieves his Bed ſurrounds, - 
Nor can a thouſand Bolts and Bars 
Ere ſilence his inteſtine Wars, 240 
But diſmal Gleams 
Of flaſhing Ruins pierce him with a 1000 Wounds. 


Only the humble Soul], the Soul reſign'd, 
Is truly bleſt ; 
I him no anxious Fears a Seat can find, 
No Worldly Cares diſtrat his peaceful Breaſt. 
W hile groveling Souls ſtrive, but in vain, to be 
Diſmiſt from Helliſh Force, from Earthy Chains, 


; Hecalmly lives from all Diſorders free. 


He, happy Soul! enflam'd with Love, 250 
Pants all, and groans for Joys above ; 
He only gains, 
Inſtead of Cares and Fears, a calm Eternity. 


VII, 


VII. 
Worldly Confidence is vain. 


” Ain is the Man who puts his Truſt 
In worldly Joys, or mouldring Duſt : 
Who hates the Mean, - or ſcorns the Poor, 
But ſtands upon himſelf ſecure, 
But God, the Hope of all the Wiſe, 
Their Weakneſs and their Wants ſupplies. 
Don't then on Craft but God depend ; 
He'll cruſh the Proud, the Poor defend. 
Boaſt not of Wealth, nor mighty Friends ; 
What's good from God alone deſcends. 
Vaunt not thy ſelf, tho ſtrong or fair, 
One ſhort Diſeaſe may both impair. 
Boaſt not of Senſe, or various Arts, 
Not thou, but God that Senſe imparts. 
Others above thy ſelf ſuppoſe, 
For He thy Faults and Frailty knows. 
p Boaſt not of Works with lofty Eyes, 
It God may, what Man approves, deſpiſe. 
If any Vertue lodg in thee, 
Adorfrit with Humility, 
From haughty Hearts and ſcornful Eyes 
» Envy and hateful Maliceriſe ; 
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Only in humble private Cells 
; Unchanging Peace and Safety dwells. 


VIII. 
Too much Familiarity breeds Contempt. 


| N E*re to the Yolge unvail thy Heart, 
But to the wiſe good Man thy Thoughts impart. 
From green young Heads and unknown Strangers 
fly ; 
606 Fawnnot on Wealth,nor near the Palace ply. 280 
The humble, meek, devout, obliging Man (can. 
Will more inſtru& thy Soul than ſuch Acquaintance 


Court not a ſingle Beauty's Love, 
But in thy Prayers commend *um all above ; 
Thy Soul to holy Meditations give, 
And with thy God in cloſe Communion live. 
Thy Charity to all the World extend, (xyjend. 
But Worlds can ſcarce afford one faithful uſeful 
TO 
Sometimes we Men unknown admire, 
And their Acquaintance by report deſire, 290 
But when we ſee *um once, our partial Eyes 
Their Garb, their Mien, their downcaſt Looks de- 
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So when wee'd others with our Freedoms charm, ? 


Our private Faults diſplay'd,their ſcornful Thought: 
alarm. 


IX. 


Its better to obey than command. 


He: happier far 
Who, in Life's doubtful War, 
His Teacher's juſt Commands obeys, 
Than he who others, tho with Prudence, ſways- 
A 1000 Dangers on the Teacher wait, 
A 1000 Griefs attend his State, 
While the Obedient reſt 
With Safety bleſt. 


Thy Thoughts may be 
Wiſe in a juſt Degree, 
But others wiſer far may prove, 
And Prudence by the wiſeſt Rules will move, 
It's ſafer much to take Advice than give, 
And free from Pride he'll ſafely live, 
Who in his faithful Guides 
Alone confides, 310 
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*- In the Multitude of Words there is Sin. 


La nguage, the Birth of thoughtful Souls, 
If wiſely us'd, the angry World controu's : 
; Language a thouſand Truths reveals, 
"And thro the Ears Meanders gently ſteals 
Down to the dark Recelles of the Heart, 

And feels and tunes the cheerful Strings 
Of equal Souls; and when it ſweetly ſings, 
The Sympatherick Spirits in Conſort move, 
And each to other mutual Joys impart, 


And taſte the ſofteſt Notes of all commanding Love. 
320 


YS- 


But as we feel a jarring Sound, 
When artleſs Fingers all the Strings confonnd, 
And flat and ſharp, and high and low, 
All jumbled in eternal Diſcords flow : 
So 1ll us'd Language breaks the ſweet Concent 
Of Thoughts all tun'd to Peace before ; 
'And the vain Wretch may then, too late, depiore 
The working Miſchiefs of his careleſs Tongue, 
"n As Pigmies would with wondrous Toils prevent 


The mighty Ruins, rending Mountains roll along. 330 
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My Wits perhaps I highly prize, 
Ard ſtraight at Heaven my laviſh Language flies 3 * 
I all that's good or great abuſe, 
Andall the Checks of ſober Senſe refuſe, 
Or with vaſt Flocds of native Eloquence, 
Words like a never-failing Tide (llide : 
Off my ſmooth Tongue with powerful Swiftneſs * | 
Yet while I think to rule the captive World, 
And harry headlong on, depriv*d of Senſe, 
Fm all at once beneath eternal Tortures hurPd. 349 


What tho I call my Tongue my own ? 
Yet Prudence is by well-weigh'd Language known 3 
But when my Words at random fly, 
Expos'd I to a thouſand Dangers ly : 
SO gentle Floods in Seaſon fertilize 
The gaping Meads and thirſty Plains ; 
But conſtant Storms and everlaſting Rains : 
The rotting Seeds of uſeful Plants confound 3 | 
While thro the Glebe rank Flags or Ruſhes riſe, 


Or ſquallid Ooze extends a barren Palencfs round. TW, 
| 350 | 
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Think then on God, my Soul, *tis He 
Who can alone thy Tongue's DireQor bez 
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Talk of thy mighty Maker's Praiſe, 
* And Trophies to his boundleſs Goodneſ raiſe ; 
5 |. Thyownand others Good with Care advance ! 
Treaſons from careleſs Tongues may flow, 
And Murders on the Roots of Treaſon grow : 
Speak well then, or in humble ſilence relt ; 
: | Wordsareexempted from the Strokes of Chance, 
S | When ſtifled at their Birth within the thoughtful 
Breaſt. 360 


o Xl: 


Peace Ileave with you: 


js Pt has a charming Name, but ſtill decline}; 
| The Heart with foreign Cares beſet, 
| Her God an unintangled Soul aſſigns 
| For her Imperial laſting Seat. 
Bleſt are the Poor, for they ſhall Peace obtain 
But how can Peace a ſafe Retreat 
| In wandring Fancies gain ? 


AW 


1. ) What made the Saints of old contemplative, 
37 Andonly heavenly Thoughts purſue ? 
What made them with themſelves ſeverelf ſtrive; 


And always to their God be true ? 371 
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Strictly they ſearch'd and try*d their Ways at home 


And would their Inward Luſts purſue, 
But never farther rome. 


But what are We? poor, cold, unactive things, 


Unus'd to Wars or Victory : 


Baffled by Sin's imperious Menacings, 


And Slaves to each Infirmity. | 
Would we throw off our Chains, and nobly riſe * 


Our ſerious Thoughts engag'd might be 35 
Oa Bliſs above the Skies, 


It's Kinglike ſure, uncurb'd at home to reign, 


With inward Peace and Freedom bleſt : 


But where's the Man who dares his Luſts reſtrain 


Or purge his own polluted Breaſt? (Gate 


W here*s he whodares force through the pinchir 


Or who's with ſtrong Reſolves poſleſt 
The Saiats to imitate ? 


1f but a ſudden Storm againſt me riſe, 

My Hopes, alas ! are faint and dead 3 3; 
Could I to God but lift my faithful Eyes, 

His Wings hed ſtraight around me ſpread. 
God loves to be the warring Chriſtians Aid, 
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To place the Garland on his Head 
By ſtarry Glories made. 


What thoI Hear, Receive, and Faſt and Pray, 
In Sackcloth or in Aſhes lie? 

Or on my Fleſh ſome Penance roughly lay, 
And counterfeit Humility ? 


'# Such empty outward Shews are only vain, 409 


Unleſs the Ax the Root may try, 
And Peace within me reign. 


When I at firſt believ'd, my eager Zeal 
With holy Fervours flaſh'd and glow'd ; 
But I alas! my former Acts repeal, 
My Pains to conquer Sin beſtow?d. 
Had I my Virgin Love, or Year by Year 
Could I one ſingle Sin unload, 
My Heart might once be clear, 


Its hard to leave a long accuſtom®d way ; 410 
Irs hard to break a ſtubborn Will : 


35 Sin gets more Strength by our too long Delay ; 


ad, 


And rooted Weeds are hard to kill. 
Rouſe then my Soul! reſiſt thy Foes hetime : 
Then Joys thy Thoughts enlarg?d ſhall fill, 
And thou to Glories climbe, 
C3 = 
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XII. 
it”s good for me that I havebeen afflicted. 


OW vain, how fooliſh ſhould we prove, 
Should our Proſperity, 

Our Wealth and worldly Eaſe i Rs, 

And everlaſting be! 420 
But when we meet with ruffling Storms, 

And Tempeſts here below, 
The Danger our wild Thoughts reforms, 

And we the wiſer grow. 


it tho we walk by Vertue's Rules, 
Our Thoughts ſincere and true, 
\We're perſecuted, counted Fools, 
And Death our Steps purſue. 
\Vc'll never fix on fading Earth, 
Nor ſwell with empty Pride ; 43/ 
$0 humble Thoughts will take their Birth, 
From Paſſions mortifed. | 


That Man alone is wiſe, whoſe Reſt 
Is in his God ſecure; 

Who, when with worldly Woes oppreſt, 
Has him a Shelter ſure; | 


He''s 


43/ 
I, 


He! 
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He'll little value Comforts here, 
But will with Faintings groan, 

Till he exalted high appear 
Before his glorious Throne. 4.40 


He ſcorns a fading Life, and longs 
To be from Earth unbound, 
To join with Angels grateful Songs 
In Hallelujahs round. F 


XIII. 
Refift the Devil, and hell fly from you, 


W/ to this wretchedSpot of Earth confiwd, 
Temptations, Woes, aſlault my thought- 
ful Mind, 
The Prince of Darkneſs walks his conſtant Rounds, 
And careleſs Souls with various Arts confoundsz 
PII quickly then in watchful Prayers engage 
To break his black Deſigns, & check his reſtleſs Rage- 
459 
Imperfe&t I, imperfed& all below, 
A thouſand Fears, a thouſand Sorrows know ; 
Old Saints theirHeaven throughTribulation founds 
And, after Trials, were with Glories crown'd ; 
They'r ſharp, but wholeſom Phyſick for the Soul, 
Theyteach us Good, and all our ſecret Luſts controul, 
C 4 Think 


Think then my Soul on ſpotleſs Innocence, 

Thy Father?s Bleſſing and ſecure Detence, 

It's loſt, it's gone, a thouſand Miſchiefs now 

Within thy own deceitful Boſom grow ; 46: 

With Heaps on Heaps the Mountain-furges riſe, 
An Sins vaſt Deep within the raging Tide ſupplies 


Hope not to ſcape by flight, the Traitor will 

Go with thee, hang about thee, plague thee ſtill : 

That fir/t, with humble Patience, mortify, 

Then to thy God for ſure Aſſiſtance fly , 

Thy Strength, thy Courage, and thy Art is ſmall, 
His Aid ſypports thee belt,& breaks thy dreadful Fall. 


Doſt thou beneath ſevere Temptations groan ? 
The Kindneſs then of prudent Counſels own ; 475 
Ofc ask the Guides of Sonls, and oft enquire 
\W hat Waters beſt may quench. the raging rire. 
Are others tempted ? with the tend'reſt Hands 
Q touch their bleeding Wounds, and looſe their 
pinching Bands ! 


# 


Couldft thou my Soul but to thy ſelf be true, 
And the { ſ1re Steps of ſteady Faith purſue, 


Thou'? 
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T7 houd'ſt often live from ſharp Temptations free, 
| And calm thyThoughts,and calm thy Sleeps might 
/ But Ships without their Pilots wildly rcel, (bez 


And every changing Blaſt and every Billow feel. 480 
? 


? __ Only When by Temptations prov'd, thouPt ſhine 
"> With brighter Faith, and Paſſions more divine, 
Thy Truth ſhall make the gazing World admire, 
And to the ſame Superiour Heat aſpire. 

ul; Temptations are thy Telt ; when bravely paſt, 
ThouP't reach the peaceful Shore, the promis'd Land 


at laſt, 
mall, 
Fall. Watch then my Soul, betimes reſiſt thy Foe, 
Nor let him paſt the fatal Entrance go ! 
\ ? Thoughts, Fancies, Pleaſure, Motions to, Conſent 
290 Thou mayſt, dy prudent Vigilance, prevent. 490 
| If to the Devil once thou quit the way, 
> He'll quickly enter whole, and like a Tyrant ſway, 
1s 


heir 3 God Menby ſecret Rules of Wiſdom tries, (plies, 
And when they”r try'd with needful Strength ſap- 
Preſerves from pointed Rocks of blind Deſpair, 
And looks for Faith and Vows,and fervent Prayer 
For wondrous Good the laſt Events ordains, 
Ang for hisServants ſakesHell's fierceſt rage reſtrains. 
10" Some 
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Sometimes the Man, by fierce Temptations try'd, 

By heavenly Grace has all their Powers defy*d ; 

Yet ſinks beneath a ſmaller Force, and ſhows 50: 

What Weakneſs on deſerted Nature grows ; 

To batter down our Pride, and make us be 
Entire Dependants on a ſtronger Deity. 


Down then my Soul ! and God's Almighty Hand 
Shall raiſe thee ſoon, and make thee firmer ſtand; 
Tho Sorrows pierce thee thro, thy ſacred Light 
Shall flaſh more lively, and ſhall ſhine more bright 
The Ship in Calms a Novice ſafely ſteers, 

The 5kilful Pilot's Art in rongheſt Storms appears, 


XIV. 
Jude not. 


_ thy ſelf O turn thy Eyes ! $11 
For, who himſelf ſeverely tries, 
A mighty Task ſhall find, 
Of Guilt a thouſand fertile Seeds, 
Of Sins a thouſand fatal Breeds 
Corrupt his careleſs Mind, 


Purg: 
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Purge then thy ſelf the firſt ; for He 
Who will on others curious be, 
And in their Boſoms pry, 
Thro' Prejudice muſt oft miſtake, 
And oft the Rules of Truth forſake, 
And caſt his Reaſon by. 


He'll oft the nobleſt Ads purſe 
With Cenſure, where Applauſe is due ; 
But, in a nearer Caſe, 
He'll love himſelf too well, and hate 
To ruffle his internal State, 
And his own Failings trace. 


Some wretched Inmate dwells within, 

Some ſecret, flattring, darling Sin 
Our partial Reaſon blinds : 

Our Vices thence our Vertues ſeem, 

And we our ſelves for Crimes eſteem, 
In our diſtemper*d Minds. 


It's hard to quit our antient Ways 
Where Luſt its gaudy Wings diſplays : 


Ot 


520 
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| And with the cleareſt Lighr, 
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When ere we walk abroad, we ſee; 
But when within our ſelves we'd be, 
Were loft in gloomy Night. 


ll \ 


549 


i. XV. 
Let all your Works be done with Charity. 


| 
| Never let inferiour Love 
Thy Fancy move ! 


| il Nor worldly Intereſts bend thy Will 

Sw To practiſe ill ! 
(1h Good Works may better Works excite, 
Wl But ne*re ſhould be deſerted quite. + 


Crown'd all our outward Works muſt be 
With Charity ; 
Tho ſmall, in Value then they'l riſe 
Among the Wiſe: 55: 


The God above obſerves in you, 
How well, and not how much you do, 


His Actions will the greateft prove 
Who moſt can love; 


4 His Actions ſhine above the reſt 
"4 Who aRts the beſt : 
He 


4 
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He acts the beſt who prefers {till 
The publick Good to private Will. 


Some talk of Charity, but try 
To thrult it by, 56g 
Luſt, Will, Convenience or Reward 
They moſt regard ; 
He whom true Charity inſpires, 
God's Glory, not his own, delires. 


549 


Heenvies none, nor would, by choice, 
Alone rejoice ; 
And looks for real Good from none 
Bat God alone : 
Nor fhall the World by him be nam'd, 
When thus with heavenly Loves enflam'd. $570 


XVI, 
"y Bear ye one another's Burdens, 
OST thou a Blemiſh in thy ſelf deſcry ? 
| Support it humbly ; God reſolves to try 
Thy Patience fo ; 
Patience ſhines moſt when moſt ſeverely prov'd, 
Yet mayſt thou pray to have thy Griefs remov'd, 


Or thatGrace may more largely to ſupport thee floyz. 
Doſt 


TIMTTFTON MARS 
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Doſt thou anothers ſinful Failures view ? 
Twice, thrice adviſe him ; if he ſtill purſue 
His ſenſeleſs Ways, \ 
Leave him to God ; He'll all His Thoughts fulfil; 
And make His Creatures proſecute His Will $g8: 
And make their veryMadneſs more advance hisPraiſc 


That thou mayſt others Follies calmly bear, 
Think what thy own, thy inward Failures are ; 
How great thy Sins! 
Canſt thou not then thy Boſom-Luſts reſtrain, 
And yet of others Stubborneſs complain ? 
He who would others mend, beſt at himſelf begins. 

(bours reign'd; 

We'd have our Neighbours laſh'd, our Neigh- 

But hate to be our ſelves to Rules reſtrain'd, 590 

Sojuſt are we, 

So much our ſelves we more than others love : 
Yet, ſhould the World around us perfe& prove; 
What would our Sufferings then for God or Good- 

neſs be ! 


But God with Wiſdom tempers all Afﬀairs, 
And makes us toil beneath our mutual Cares, 


That 
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That while we find 
None faultleſs, none without a Burden, none 
To perfe& Strength or perfeftt Wiſdom grown, 


We'd be to Pity more, & more to Love inclin'd. 600 


ulfil; © 
$31 


raiſe : 
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Comfort, Advice, Support, Inſtruftion ſo 


Should from our ſympathizing Friendſhip flow. 
In darkeſt Night 

Stars ſhine the brighteſt, and our Woes declare, 

Only how frail our Conſtitutions are, 


But not to Frailty more, or weak Deſigns invite. 


XVIL 
Be ye followers of me, as dear Children. 


Rey trifling are onrLives,compar'd 
With thoſe of glorious Heroes gone before ! 
Whoſe wondrous Works their wondrous Love de- 
clar'd, 
And all the Badges of their Maſter wore; 610 


9 
od- \ Their Saviours Friends; for Life or Death prepar'd, 


Who all th* Extreams of Thirſt & Hunger bore, 
Who cold & bare, in watchful Faftings ſpent, 
On Prayers and holy Meditations bent, 


'Thro' all the cruel Scorns of barbarons Tyrants went. 


W hat 
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What Tongue, tho tip'd with flowing Eloquence, 


Could all thoſe mighty Woes and Pains unfold * FE 


Which great Apoſtles in the Truths defence, 
Martyrs and Confeſlors endur'd of old ? 
Thoſe Tortures laid on Virgin-Innocence, 
Modeſt as Babes, as Men in Sufferings bold ; 

They'd all their dear Redeemer's Footſteps 

trace, 
And in the Furies of their heavenly Race 
Made Eartv and Life it ſelf to Love reſign the place. 


O how they liv'd, tg Wagds and Caves confin'd, 
With tedious and ſevere Temptations preſt ! 
How when to Satan's Buſffetings reſign'd, 


Their ferventPrayers were totheirLord addreſt ! © 


How was their Fleſh with rigid Faſtings pin'd, 629 
Their Souls with growing Zeal andArdour bleft ! 
Fierce on their Sins, in their Intentions pure, 
They*d Night and Day in Prayers and Praiſe 
endure ; 
Nor could their Foes their Minds from inward 
Prayers allure, 


They 


620 *® 
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4 
© | They all theit Hours ts vaſt Advantage ſpent; 
1'* Andall toolittle for their Maker thought, 
And, on ſublimer Contemplations beat, 
; They oft their very needful Food forgot : 


Wealth; Honours,Places, Friends with free conſeft 
They quitted for the ſweet Celeſtial Draught z 
They grudg'd their Minutes on therbſelves 
beſtow'd, 640 
| And, diſfincumbred from each earthly Load; 
Their Wealth was Grace and Goodnefs,and a finiling 
God. 


5trange to the World, and ſtrange to all below; 
They grew the great Privadoes of the Skies ; 

Mean to themſelves, mean to the World they'd 

ſhow, 

'| But dear and priceful in their Maſter's Eyes. 

e, 7 Humble, Obedient, Patient, Kind they'd grow; 

ſe © And thence in Grace and Godlike Vertues riſe 3 

Thiey great Exatiples to Believers ftbod, 649 

| Arid more ſhould move us to advance in Good 

| Than to ſink down in Sloth, the Lukewarm lazy 

| Brood, 
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wi 
| Lf What holy Zeal our Prieſts adorn'd of. old ! 
4, ('Þ What warm Devotions, what prevailingPrayers! 
ut if How ſtrongly they'd the Race of Vertnes hold ! 


What Diſcipline ſuppreſt the riſing Tares ! 
How had the Shepherds of the ſacred Fold, 

In Serwice and Reſpe& their conſtant Shares ! 
How Great, how Good they were, their Steps 
deſcry; (could lie, 
Beneath their Feet the conquer'd World 
And from their powerful Faith HelVs great Com- 
mander fly. 660 


He's now a Saint who ſins but privately, 
And who a while the Yoke of Chriſt can bear ; 
A Saint who wow't with lewdeſt Sinners vie, 
Or with the Murderer or Adulterer ſhare : 
A Saint who weekly can the Church ſupply, 
And for the Fleece, the Flock neglefted, care, 
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Wal |; AhSloth, Ah Negligence, Ah want of Heat ! ; 
Y i O may Ln©re my Self or Hearers cheat, } 
| " 1 . . i 
if | But all the nobleſt Cares of antient Saints repeat! 
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Pm ſure our publick Sins are greater far 670 
Than thoſe amaſsd from every Age before ; 
I'm ſure we're call'd to bear a fiercer War 
Than that which all our great Fore-fathers bore; 
Pm ſure our Zeal and earneſt Labours are 
Too weak, and can't our ruin'd Faith reſtore. 
But, O dear Goc, my Heart, my Lips unſeal ; 
So I thy Bread to all thy Flock ſhall deal, 
And to a careleſs World thy dreadful Truths reveal ! 


XVIIL. 
The Prieſt, 


J Took the Charge of Souls, and now muſt ſhine 
As Flambeaus in a gloomy Night, 689 
With clcar and comfortable Light, 
My inward Garb like that without divine. 
God views my Actions 0're, and he 


| Quite thro? my Reins, quite thro? my Heart can ſee; 


| then mult be as Angels pure, 


If I'de that dreadful Teſt, thoſe piercing Eyes endure, 


When 


D 3 
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When firſt I took theſe Robes, dear Lord, I gave 
My Self, my Life, my All to thee ! 
O may my Oaths repeated be, 

And I my ſacred Maſter's faithful Slave ! 690 
My Labours paſt are Triflings all, 

My Services, alas! my Toils are ſmall ; 
Help me my God, aſſiſt menow ! 

And P11 with utmoſt Zeal perform my ſacred Vouy, 


I now muſt Pray, Praiſe, Teach, invite the Gueſts, 
(A wretched, faithleſs, hungry Crew) 
From ſtarving and Damnation due, 

Freely to feed at thy immortal Feaſts. 
But, Lord, I droop, I ſink, I fail, 

Sloth, Fear, Diſtruſt on all my Thoughts prevail, 70c 
My Strength is weak, my Wiſdom ſlow, 

On me, dear God, thy Strength, thy guiding Grace 

beſtow ! 


If I a.while my conſtant Duties leave | 
| To viſit mourning Souls, or thoſe : G 
ul Whom God on Beds of Sickneſs throws, 

# i I ſtill the Meed of Charity receive, 


, 
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But 


_ 
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But if, ungirt or lazy, I 
From publick or from private Duties fly, 
I, to obligea Luſt, relign 


My ſelf to endleſs Flames, and quit Rewards divine. 
719 


That I may to the World a Light appear, 
PII ſearch my Conſcience throughly o're, 
My Sins to God and Man explore, 
And be each Day onall my Crimes ſevere. 
Pl all HelPs ſubtle Arts withſtand, 


'* My ſenſual Thoughts, my craving Luſts command, 


Read, Write, Pray, Praiſe, or Meditate, 
And ſtill with holy Works Hell's fiery Darts rebate. 


In publick Duties P11 with fervent Care 
To others an Example be, 720 
But ſtill without Hypocriſy, 
And with my Voice to God exalt my Prayer ; 
But when between my God and me 
Alone, the ſecret Intercourſe ſhould be, 
Noiſe my Devotions ſhan't betray, 


But in my Cloſet Ill with ſecret Murmurs pray. 


| Some Holy Faſts, ſome Feaſts appointed ſtand 


Deſign'd for holy Exerciſe, 
For raptur'd Joys, or humble Cries, 


* Andhould our Souls with ſolemn Aw command.730 


D 3 Pl 
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= "$11 I'll in Devotion daily live, 
Tl And all my Life to pious PraQtice give ; 
«ih But for ſuch Times ll more prepare, 
Wee | And on Religion then attend with warmer Care. ; 
a ot | rf! 
F b On theſe my God was Born, on theſe he Dy*d, 
l bi On theſe he Roſe, on theſe, in Flame, 
| , i On us the Spirit gently came, 
'h 1 | On theſe their Lord his valiant Martyrs try'd. 
bl Up then my Soul! awake! ariſe! ; 
h Hh Reach tow*rd the Goal, graſp at thy kindred Skies ! |” 
441d I ſhall, found ſo employ'd, be bleſt, 741 1 
, Th And in a nobler Truſt and fuller Glories reſt, $ 
| $ F _ 
Fd j XIX, [ 
W.1 : 
"| O that I had Wings like a Dove! 
We! || 
ty! | 1 4 
"ch th Nough, enough in this vain World I find ; 
We : To diſengage my wandring Mind ; 
Fl 4.0 To wean me from the Joys below, d 
Wi. i And Anchoret or Hermit grow. F 
kink | y | A thouſand Follies here aſſavlt me round, 
| | ll A thouſand noiſy Tales my Thoughts confound 3 


» I want alittle time for me 1 
4 uf Of Silence and of Privacy, 750 
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Where I my humble Heart might raiſe 
To ſing my great Creators lofty Praiſe, 
And there, with .undiſcover®d Tears, begin 
To cleanſe my ſelf from hateful Sin. 


+ Fain would I meditate on what's to come 
A while before 'm ſummon'd home : 
Fain would I exerciſe my Mind 
A while on that long Life behind. 
: How ſhould I a&t ? Bleſt Saints of old withdrew 759 
1 To Woods, and Rocks,and Caves from human View ; 
41 There they enjoy'd themſelves, and there, 
With humble Prayers, and Lives ſevere, 
| Had quiet Sleeps and peaceful Dreams, 
| And Vertues were their lively Fancies Themes 3 
{ There they converſt with God, and learnt to dwell 
With him who was Invi/;ble. 


At. 


But what are meaner Saints ?' My Saviour too 
From noiſy Crouds to Mountains flew, 
And there in loneſome Silence pray'd, 
And thence his Heavenly Sermons made. 770 
Would I with him to juſt Perfection riſe ? 
With Truth forgot the careleſs World ſurprize ? 
He who a while reſerv'd has been, 
May be witt greater Safety ſeen. 
D 4 
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He ſafely ſpeaks who Silence choſe, 


my i. At. Met " 


He governs beſt who beſt Subjefion knows. Tn 

Obedience is by him moſt kindly nurſt, T\ 
Who was himſelf obedient firſt, "4 

When thro a loneſome, wild, or filent Grove, D 
Secur'd by Innocence, I rove, 7$9 E 


Ther2 where no bloady Tyrants reign, 
Nor cruel wreſted Laws reſtrain, 
7 /ole King my felf at large command, Br 
4nd oaly at my own Tribunal ſtand ; 
Yct my Creator?s every where, 
And he's my holy Guardian there ; 
Hes Itill my Fear, my Maſter ſtil, 
And i lis Laws with utmoſt Care full. 
No holy Hermit in his Cell can lie 
' More hymble, more devout than I. #99 


Yet tho I reſt or wander where I pleaſe, 
Temptations oft upon me ſeize; 
Tho parted from the naiſy Rout, 
Hell's Gloomy Prince can find me out ; 
Nor could my Saviour from his Strokes he free 
Jen in his ſolitary Privacy ; 
; Yet when alone I ſpend wy Time 
In Extaſies and Flights ſublime, 


— — 
l. 
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Ani iream, Celeſtial Viſions roul 
In glorious Order thro my raptur'd Soul z %9 
Temptations may redeem my languid Senſe 

| From Pride and ſinful Confidence. 


Oc could I quit the World, and worldly Toys, 

$o - Its vain Solicitudes and Joys, 

| How would my harmleſs Conſcience reſt 

All quiet in my peaceful Breaſt ! 

But canl e're to ſuch Attainments riſe, 

Till Grief for Sin break thro my mournful Eyes ? 
Till to my luſtful Follies I 
At thouſand bleeding Wounds can die ? $19 
And in my humble private Cell 

bon with my ſelf in ſilent Sorrows dwelt? 


' 


Lindeed above the World below 
ks May riſe, and better, ſtronger grow. 
When from my Lord the baffled Fiend retir'd, 
F And all his cruel Hopes expir'd, 
f Convinc'd his deadly Enemy, 
; True God, not Man alone muſt be, 
Straight at his Feet Angelick Armies kneel'd 
Avith Hymns of Praiſe for that triumphant Field : 
So when in private Silence [ $21 
My helliſh Tempters ArtFdefy, | 


And 


—— 
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And Scripture-Light, and conſtant Tears 
Waſh out my Stains, and gnide my fading Years : 
My God will my endear'd Companion be, 
And Angels always wait on me. 


What can gain below but empty Toys, 
A wretched World and ſenſual Joys ? 
Where all to ruine and betray, FI 
Black Luſts their horrid Charms diſplay ; 8 A | 

Where ſhortliv*d Joys to tedious Woes ſucceed, F 

And Terrors on the wounded Conſcience feed. 
Were all things mine, that All would be 
- But viſionary Vanity. 

Look up my Soul then ! Pardon crave ! 

And let vain Men their vainer Longings have ; 

Be Chriſt but thine, his Peace around thee dwell, Þ" 

ThouPt love the darkeſt Cave, and hug the lonelief 


Cell. 
þ { # , 
A broken and a contrite Heart, O God, thou wil 
not deſpiſe. _— 


2 
} V Ouldſt thou improve,my Soul ? with Fe: ; 
Before thy God's all-piercing Eyes appear ! 8 
Retrench thy Mirth, thy wandring Senſe reſtrain, 
Eſteem a contrite Heart thy nobleſt Gain ; 

| Contritic 


— 
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S | & Contrition that vaſt Treaſure ſhews, 

bs Y hich vain Deſires and careleſs Manners looſe : 
It's ſtrange that thoughtleſs Men can bear 
*$ch Shews of Mirth when wretched Exiles here, 
And ſuch dire Woes, ſuch mighty Dangers near. 


Fools oft, with an undecent Grin, 

3:0 tirow Aſhes ore thoſe glowing Coals within, 
And fain would with an ill-tim'd Laughter hide 
hoſe cruel Pangs their tortur*d Souls divide. $851 

Give me, when with true Mirth Pm leſt, 
\ peaceful Conſcience in a peaceful Breaſt, 
Happy's the Man who mourning goes, 
ho off the Weight of guilty Conſcience throws, 
|, nd can bis Soul to holy Grief compoſe ! 
lie 
Ne're for a Maſs of Buſineſs ſtrive, 
or into great Mens dangerous Secrets dive 3 
ook firſt at home, firſt give thy Counſels there, 
\nd nere caſt down for worldly Frowns appear. 860 
Grieve for thy Sins againſt thy God, 
Or when awry thy wandring Steps have trod : 

Fe Croſſes on Earth are better far 

S4FT ban all that Mirth our fooliſh Thoughts prepare, 

n, When we build Caſtles in the fleeting Air. 
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For Joys, I'll ſow the fruitful Seed, 
And with falt Tears the ſwelling Ocean feed, 
Till riſing Tides with briny Floods ſhall kill 
Thoſe noiſome Weeds which now my Fancy fill, 
That happy Deſolation paſt, 870 
Freſh ſpringing Joys ſhall crown my Soul at laſt ; 
Tears from the Senſe of Sin will riſe, 
Contrition ſend the failing Springs ſupplies, 
And draw ſweet Dews of Comfort from the Skies, 


Think how thy Life like Lightning flies, 
How every Hour thy languid Nature dies : 
Think on thoſe dreadful Pains of Hell beneath, 
Thoſe lingring Tortures, that immortal Death. 

And wouldſt thou hug the Viper ſtill, | 
Whoſe deadly Sting will all thy Comforts kill ? 880 | 

Wipe off thy Sins at laſt for Shame, 
In thy cold Breaſt blow up the ſacred Flame, | 
And thy reforming Life by Deeds reform'd proclaim, | 


FE 
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XXI. 
7 Man is born to Trouble as the Sparks fly upward, 


bn Ell then ! Pve ſearch'd the _—_— 
7 I've ſearch'ditthro, and nothing elſe have 
| found (Woes : 
But conſtant Doubts and conſtant 
I ſee how miſerable others are, 
I feel my ſelf juſt loſt in black Deſpair, 
While endleſs Doubts my tedious Years compoſe. 
4 Pre ſeen a mighty Prince enthron'd, 890 
4 His Head with Gems embrac'd, 
| By ſuppliant crouding Vaſlals own'd, 
! Andallth' Applauſesof the Vulgar gracd ; 
Yet Cares ſate thicker on his clouded Brows 
Than Diamonds, and rack'd his tortur'd Soul ; 
| Dark Plots could all his midnight Slumbers rouſe, 
And Rebels all his glaring Bliſs controul. 
| But he who to his Maker flies (riſe. 
'/ Abovetheſe earthly Fears, above the World can 
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| Yet thoughtleſs Fools the pompous World adore, 
| And only covet its perplexing Store, go1 


And 
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And raiſe, alas ! their envious Eyes I 
To dunghil Worms with mighty Treaſures bleſt, © 
To worthleſs Sots with gaudy Glories dreſt, 
Or who to Honours, or to Scepters riſc. 
But he who's envi'd, ne're can find | 
That ſtrange Felicity, z 
But growing Cares diftra&t his Mind, 
© And Beggars more enjoy themſelves than he. 
My very Life's but one extended Woe, 910 
My Meat, myDrink, my Sleep;my waking Hours, 
'My Reſt, my Labours all uneaſy grow, | 
* . AndbaffleallmySours ſupetiour Powers. | 
Could 1 Love's holy Flames attain, 4 | 
Life would be vile to me,and Life's Corruptions vain.: 


Wo to the Wretch whoſe Dulneſs nere could know | 
The Miſeries of fading Life below ! : 
Wo to the Wretch, whoſe ſordid Soul, | * 

For mean and tranſitory Joys, canſlight | 
 Thebliſsful Regions of immortal Light, 920 | 
And ſtill on Earth in common Ordure roll! | 


Ah mad, ah unbelieving Fools ! irq 

In carnal Wiſdom great ; 

ln better things miere ſenſeleſs Tools 3 - | 

- Who drudg, but ne're can find the monſtrous ! 
* Cheat. | 
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But, far more wiſe, thoſe holy Saints of old 
Look'd on their ſinking Lives with nobler Scorn, 
Their Expedations, as their Faith, grown bold, 
To Heaven on Wings of bright Aﬀettion born ; 
Nor could the Toys which here they ſaw, 


Iſheir large aſpiring Souls from unſeen Glories draw. 


93k 
Riſe then my Soul, no more thy Task delay, 
Employ the preſent Light, the certain Day ; 
Up! riſe ! put off the Day no more ! 
Now, now's the time to work, the time to fight, 
The Time to ſet thy Thoughts and Attions right - 
Delays can but increaſe the dreadful Score. 
What tho fierce Flames and angry Seas 
Oppoſe thy ſacred Reſt ? 
O let no darling Error ſeize, 940 
Or tyrannize within thy captive Breaſt ! 
Shake off thy Sloth for ſhame ! attack this Foe ! 
Throw off thy Sins, and Innocence purſue ; 
'Twas only Sin diſeas?d our Lives below, 
And robb'd us of our Crowns and Garlands due. 
O on thy Maker*s Mercy wait, 


| Till he thy Living Death to Deathlefs Life tranſlate ! 


Think 


a LES 
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Thinke o're thy State on Earth ! how ſtrangely 


frail, | 
| How ſoon HoelF's Follies o're thyThoughts prevail ; , 
4 Today perhaps thy Lips confeſs 950 ; 


Thy mighty Sins with Floods of ſtreaming Tears. | 
Tomorrow Hell his fariguine Trophies rears, 
| And Sins again thy weak Reſolves opyreſs : 
O then with humble Meekneſs all 
Thy yielding Weakneſs ſee, 
How that in one ſhort Hour may fall, 
| Which might the Work of toiling Ages be ! 
| Ah wretched I, if grown ſo quickly cold ! 
Ah wretched I, to drowſc in careleſs Reſt; 
As if ſecure I could the Garland hold, 960 | 
Tho not with one poor Grain of Goodneſs bleſt ' 
up! try the mighty Work again, 
If Hopes of bettering Life or ſtronger Grace remain * | 


XXII, 
1: is appointed for all Men once to die, 


! 
: 
1 
: 
I'y 


Jer where the naked Mormo ſtands ! 
See how his pointed Dart the World conimands ! 
The meager Sceleton with diſtal Glare, 
Shoots thro the peſtilential Air, 
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Lays Heaps on Heaps around, and I 

| "Before to morrow*s Sun may die. 

0 Dull that I am ! hard-hearted Wretch to dream 979 
'2 Of laſting Joys and Pleaſures here ! 

I Shine deareſt God ! and let one glorious Beam 

2 Of heavenly Light my gloomy Conſcience clear ! 

| I ſo prepar'd for Death may be, 

3 And from my Sins, and from thy Anger free. 


| To Day I'm «»yprepar'd I know, 
JBut ſhall I fit for Death to Morrow grow ? 
3To Morrow's but a wild uncertain thing, 
And may as little Wiſdom bring ; 
__ Nor can the longeſt Life be ſure 9389 
1 It can repenting Thoughts procure. 
I've been a Chriſtian long, but ſtill retain 
4 An unreform'd unchriſtian Mind ; 
ath may be dreadful, and attending Pain, 
ut I more Woes in longer Life may find ; 
O may I now with daily Care, 
nd watchful Eyes, for Death foreſeen prepare } 


To day my youthful Neighbour did, 

\nd for Death's Summons I'l] to day provide : 
| ſee to day, but can't be ſure my Sight 999 
73 Shall reach the next approaching Night ; 
E $ 


on. 


Lee the Night, but never may 
Survive to meet the dawning Day. 
O mayn't a fudden Death my Soul ſurprize 
When it goes off its needful Guard ! 
Death with an unimagin'd Swiftnefs flies, 
No Art can its impetuous Wings retard 3 
Then I an inward Change may ſee, 
And Sloth, tho paſt, my greateſt Grief may be. 


I'm truly Wiſe and Bleſt, if 4 10c 
Live but as well as I could wiſh todie. 
If my great Soul could earthly Joys deſpiſe, 
And to the Heights of Vertuerile 3 
It I to Niſcipline could bew, 
And by my Works Repentance ſhovv ; 
Could I to God with ſwift Obedience fly, 
And my dear wretched Self aljure ; 
Could I but for my bleſt Redeemer die, 
And for his Love the Racks and Flames endure ; 


Perhaps I think a Sickneſs might 
Reform. my Manners, and enlarge my Sight 3 
743ke me review my ſelf, and Rraight repent, 
And be at once an Innocent : 


Much I, while bleſt with Health, may do, 
But can't in Death thoſe happy Works purſue. 1011 Hy, 
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Yet I in Sickneſs oft have pray'd, 
A thouſand ſolemn Vows Pve made : 
But ſtill I live the ſame 3 no more improv'd 
Than modiſh Travellers may come; 

ho have long Years thro' many Countries roy'd, 
And only brought their ſhameleſs Vices home. 1021 
; Now, now's the time, the welcome Day, 
D dor's for better Seaſons vainly ſtay ! 


—_ 


Rouze then my Soul! thy Thoughts engage 
Da what thy daily Weakneſſes preſage ! 

Fear for a time an Antidote may prove, 

And thy eternal Fears remove ; 

| Thy Fears of preſent Death prevent 

Thy everlaſting Puniſhment. 

ive now, that, when his Summons Death ſhall give, 
| We to unfading Joys may fly ; 1031 
Die to the World, that we to Chriſt may live, 
And thou unclog'd aſcend above the Sky : 

lo, Let's now the rebel Fleſh chaſtiſe, 

21 What we may then with bleſt Aſſurance riſe. 


' What,canſt thou dream of lengthning Days; 
t When nothing here below unalter'd ſtays ? 

How many have thoſe fooliſh hopes deceiv'd, 

i Of Breath by ſudden Strokes bereav'd ! 
ay 2 7. my 
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This Man by ſome ſwift Bullet dies, 1040 
That drown'd beneath the Ocean lies, 
This daſh'd in pieces, that, juſt choakt, expires, 
Another's in his Sports deſtroy?d ; 8 
Sword, Plagues, attempted Thefts, outragious Fires 7 
Make all their Dreams and vaſt Intendments void : J 
So Life an empty Shadow flies, 
And when Death ſummons, languid Nature dies. 


= \ 


Rouſe then at laſt ! be active now, | 
Thy Neck to thy Celeſtial Labours bow ! 1049 
When Death once parts us two, our Hopes are vain 
New Overtures of Grace to gain ; | 
And, if our own Endeavours fail, | 
The Prayers of others can't prevail. 
Now, while Time laſts, graſp at Eternal Wealth, 
Now, now encreaſe thy ſacred Store ! 
Secure betimes thy own Immortal Health, 
Thy God, thy Saviour, and his Aids implorez; Þ} x 
And when thou ſhalt thy Fetters leave, 
Theyl Thee to thy great Maſter's Joys receive. }! 


Live then, but as a Stranger, here! 106 
And unconcern'd with worldly things appear ! 
Relight, be free from Cares ! above the Skies 
O raiſe thy long-expecting Eyes ! 


Thatz 
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That, when thy Days on Earth are paſt, 
Thy Manſions there may ever laſt. 

With Prayers, with flowing Tears O ſeek the Place 
Where Glories all their Beams diſplay ; 


{ With endleſs Groans O ſeek thy Saviours Face, 


. 7 Andupward ſoar to reach that gladſome Day, 


Where thou with Saints ſhalt reſt above, 


4 Wrapt in th* Embraces of Eternal Love. 107! 


XXII 8 
And after that the Judgment, 


Anſt thou, Ah wretched Sinner ! canſt thou 
Obey thy own diſtemper'd Will 2 {ill 
Canſt thou, who fear'ſt an angry Prince*s Brow, 
Thy ſelf in Sins againſt thy Lord allow ? 
Hark, the dreadful Trumpets ſound ! 
How they rend the trembling Ground ! 
Hark how pale Ghoſts & Fiends, with diſmal Shrieks 
From their Infernal Caverns riſe, (& Cries, 
And look with Horror on the flaming Sky, 1079 
And tothe rolling Rocks & tumbling Hills for Shelter 
Sce where obedient Angels raiſe the Bar Cy! 


E 3 Where 
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Where God his great Aſfſizes holds, : 
Who ſees and ſcans thy private Sins as far 
As both the Poles in ſunder are, 
Where neither Bribes nor feign*d Excuſe 
Can blind the Judg, or Wiſdom's Search abuſe, 


While his Impartial Doom thy monſtrous Guilt”? 
unfolds. 


What wouldſt thou, helpleſs Creature, do! 

What Methods would thy thoughtleſs Soul purſue? 

Canſt thou alone eſcape the dreadful Teſt ? 1090: 

Or in thy Sins, without diſturbance, reſt ? 

Or will ſome ſubtle Advocate appear, 

And plead for, and acquit thee there ? 

Poor filly Hopes, and ſenſeleſs Dreams ! 

On Earth thy humble Cries, thy ſpeaking Tears 
May reach thy mighty Maker's Ears 

Repentance, here begun betimes, | 

May cleanſe thy ingrain'd Sins, thy fouleſt Crimes, ; 

But Death for ever bars bright Mercy's ſmiling * 

Beams, 17008 
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Think'ſt thou the gloomy Flames of darkſome Hel! | 

Will only Purgatory prove ? ; 
And when thy Soul in endleſs Chains ſhall dwell, | 
Thy crying Guilt, thy endleſs Chains remove *? F 1 


| 


T ook L | " Pattern paraphras'd. 


- 
k , 


It's true indeed, thy Sufferings there 
{ Shall dark and hideous as thy Sins appear 3 
InfatiateFiends there with their pointed Prongs, 
ſc | And fiery Goads, and burning Tongues 
. Shall rouze thy tortur'd Soul : 
2 Thy Glutton Appetite the Pangs ſhall feel 1110 
| Of Thirſt and Hunger ; Whips of flaming Steel 
Shall all thy barbarous Thoughtscontroul 3 
; Black Streams of burning Pitch, and purple Flame , 
Shall there the Wanton Leacher tame 
The Envious Wretch, with many a painful Scow! 
Thro the wafte Shades of helliſh Torments howl : 
But ſtil], O Rill ſhall thy diſtracted Sonl 
In never-waſting Flames and livid Sulphur rol. 


But what are Flames and Sulphur to 

Thoſe long unntterable Pains 1126 
To damwd Delinquents duc ? 
3 HotStreams may fail, and blueſt Flamesexpire, 

But Hell's Immortal Rack diſdains 


ing 

09 The Bounds of Time; nor canft thon dream 
How inconceivably extream 

_ The Torments are from Intclle&ual Fire, 


E 2 Think, 
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Think, if thou canſt,O think what dreadful weight 7 
Almighty Fury on.a Ghoſt may fling ! 1 
Think with what Woes a dark deſpairing State 1 

Muſt the diſtracted Conſcience ſting ! 11 30 2 
bv There Woes bring Woes, and Tortures Tortures 3 
- 5" breed, 

« And Pains and Anguiſh Pains and Anguihh feed, 
Plagues follow Plagues, Curſes on Curſes roar, 
Rage blows up Fury, tho enflam®d the more ; 43 
t1-7rors on Horrors tumble, Hells on Hells ; 

And the ſad Soul, firſt-born of Light, | 
Once with internal Glories bright, ; 
Jn heavy, thickning, endleſs Darkneſs dwells, | 


; 
No ſhort-liv'd Beam can ever find the way 
To tortur'd Souls from their Congenial Day ; | 
No Glimpſe of Joy in Hell can find a room, 1141 © 

Or rend th* impenetrable Gloom ; 
No Reſt, no Reſpit, not one /angle Now, 

Can Vengeance for their Eaſe allow ; 
The dammn'd Aſſociates can't one Thought engage 
In Prayers or Wiſhes for an end of Woes ; 
No Plant of Hope in that waſte Region grows, 
But Rage to Malice, Malice turns to Rage. 


Could 
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And vaſt as the wide Bounds of vaſt Eternity. 


Could Days, could Months, could rolling 
Years 1149 
Could Time's laſt running Sands one Moment ſhow 
From whence one Drop of Hope might flow, 
The blackeſt Fiend might wipe his ſcatding Tears; 
But, when a thouſand fatal Years are told, 
Ten thouſand more are ſtill for Pains enroll'd, 
Millions of Millions then enhance the Score, 
And when they'r paſt,but clear the way for more, 
For ever ſtill that diſmal Hell muſt be, 


What tho Repentance now to thee 
A tedious Work appears ? 1160 
In Hell one Minute ſhall more dreadful be 
Than all the Penance of a thouſand Years. 
Repent, poor Sinner, then ! no more delay ! 
No more put off the neceſſary Day ! 
So thou among the Bleſt at laſt ſhall ſtand, 
And like a Judg the trembling World command ; 
Tho mean on Earth, and deſpicably poor, 
The Great, the Proud ſhall there thy Doom endure. 
Then thoſe who ſcorn'd thy Vertues here, 
Shall at the Bar confus'd appear, 1170 
Admire thy Wiſdom, and their own deſpiſe, 


— — —- 
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Thy Griefs ſhall then be acceptable found, 
With Favours, as with Patience crown'd, 2 
A Conſcience pure, obedient, innocent, 
A Soul with humbleſt things content, 
Devotion, holy Works ſhall ſerve thee more 
Than worldly Wit, or all the Miſer's Store ; 
Thy Saviour gain'd, ſhall more of Bleſſings bring 
'Than all the Joys which here from mighty Conqueſts 
ſpripg. 1180 3} 
increaſe, 
Shouldft thon, poor Wretch, in Eaſe and Wealth - 
And all the Smiles of flattring Peace ; 
Should Sycophants beneath thy Footſtool bow, 
And all their Service to thy Greatneſs yow, 
What Bleſling's this when thou ſhalt quit the Field, | 
And Life to Death's Approaches yield ? 
What's Wealth within the ſilent Grave ? 
Or who's the Dead-man's humble Slave ? 
Only thy Love to God the Teſt can bear, ; 
All other Treaſures fly like empty Air ; 1190 A” 
That Love pulls out Death's mortal Sting, * 
Death can't to thee the Fears of Vengeance bring ; 
Thou canſt, unmov'd, the Bar and Pit behold q 
In thy Redeemer's Merits bold. | | 
Approach thy Judg, and with a ſmiling Brow | 
Before his awful Glories bow 


Til 3. 
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Till by thy Saviour's tendereſt Loves embrac'd 
ith Robes of flowing Joys, and Crowns of Glory 
grac'd. 


XXIV. 
Ceaſe to do Evil, learn to do Well. 


ſts 7 | To my Lord have now my ſelf reſign'd, 1199 
His Service has engag*d my thoughtful Mind : 

ſe, FT're broke the Charms of this deceitful World, 

Un No more in common Storms or Tempeſts hurl'd ; 

# Riſe then my Soul! O riſe to things above ! 

2 O ſerve thy Lord with watchful fervent Love ! 

3 Vainare thy Vows, thy beſt Reſolves are vain, 


d, If thou thy old, thy groveling Thoughts retain : 

2 On ZeaPs bright Wings O to his Boſom fly, 
2 With Angel-Bands in cheerful Service vie; 

J Let no Reſiſtance beat thy Courage down, 1200 
A 3 Take vp the Croſs, and thou ſhalt gain the Crown. 


{ Here thou may*'ſt mourn, there Joys eternal flow 

Work bere, there Peace and boundleſs Pleaſures grow. 

; Be thou, my Soul, to ſacred Practice true, 

; He'll more than pay the promis'd Glories due. 

Rouſe, rouſe thy Hopes, if thou the Wreath wouldſt 
wear; 


But thy Preſumption till repreſs with humbleſt Fear. 
Perhaps 
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Perhaps uncertain Doubts diſtract thee here 
To know if thou in Good ſhalt perſevere, 
That is, Thou'ldſt have ſome Oracle declare 
How weak thy Thoughts, how vain thy Fancies are. 


How wouldſt thou then thy flowing time divide ? 
Wouldit thou be careful ? ſhould thy Induſtry - 


And Strength inform thee from the ſmiling Skies : 

Leave future things to God's ſuperiour Care, 

And ftrive to know what his Preſcriptions are : 

Search through his Laws, andall thy Life ſhall be 

Djvine, and thou from Fears and torturing Paſſions 
free. I239 


* 
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What tho the Work be hard, the Task ſevere, | 
And various Terrors round Heaven's Ways appear? | 
He's only brave who conquers powerful Foes, } 
And toa Throne thro mighty Dangers goes. | 
Tocurb thy ſelf, the nobleſt Conqueſt yields ; 

He who himſelf ſnbdues, may win a thouſand Fields, 


What tho thy Sins are few, thy Paſſions low ? 
O don't preſumptious thence or lazy grow ! | 
Another 


j 4 But, were thy Queſtion throughly ſatisfi'd, 1221 -7 


More active then, or more illuſtrious be ? C 
Do now the ſame 3 ſweet Comforts then ſhall riſe, | Þ 
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JAnother preſt with headftrong Paſſions may 

Fight bravely thro, and gain a glorious Day, 1250 
! While thy unhappy flothful Temper fails, 

| 7 AndHell too ſoon on all thy Hopes prevails : 

7 Theſe things may to thy Reformation tend, 

4 If thou thy vicious Nature ſtrongly bend 

{ To better Ways, or with a fervent Heat 

{ Contendſt to be in rareſt Vertues great ; 

| | But chiefly from thoſe noted Vices fly, 


{ Which, in another ſeen, offend thy tender Eye. 


| 


Look out my' Soul for good ! look all around, 
| And imitatethe-great Example found, 1260 
| From others Sins with utmoſt Caution fly, 
| To mend thy own thy utmoſt Cares apply : 
Remember others Eyes are ſharp as thine. 
' How ſweets the Life when heav'nly Diſcipline 
{ Chriſt's zealouſly devout Profeſſors guides, 
And o're their Works and o're their Hearts preſides ! 
While Sorrows break the pious Heart to ſee 
The vile and treacherous Arts of curgd Hypocriſy. 


Call o're thy Name, that Saviour's AQts reviſe 
Who for thy Sins could fall a Sacrifice ; 1279 
Read his dear ſpotleſs Life, aid read with Shame 
How ſhort thou fallſt of that Illuſtrious Name, 
How 
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How long a Chriſtian, but how far from Chriſt, 

How ſoon by Hell to Helliſh Crimes enticd ; 

Read but his Life and Death devoutly o're, 

\ »Twill ſoon appear how good, how valt thy Store z 

The Holy Jeſus all thy Works will bleſs, 

Jeſus thy Thoughts, thy Words, thy All poſſeſs: 

O were that dear, that dying Saviour mine, 

How brightly would my Will, my Sacred Learning 
ſhine! 1280 


The zealous Chriſtian with Submiſſion bears 
That Weight wherein his Maſter's Hand appears; |} ' 
While deep Afﬀfictions on Afﬀictions roll | 
With mighty Woes around the lukewarm Soul ; | 
No inward Comfort warms his gloomy Breaſt, 3 
But with vaſt Loads of inward Guilt oppreſt, 
He ſeeks for holy Luxury and Eaſe, 

But can't his bleeding Wounds, his inward Pangs ap- 


| 
peale. | 
| 
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How liv'd thoſe holy Saints rerown'd of old, 
In Sacred Fame's Eternal Sheets enroll'd ? I 296 
In private all, with meaneſt Food content ; 
Their Days in Watchings and in Labours ſpent : | 
Rough Hair their tender Bodies mortifd, 
Humble within, and free without from Pride, 
Early 


Book I. Pattern paraphras d. 63 


7 Early and late their Prayers attack*d the Skies, 
2 Much was their Reading, much their Exerciſe, 

' Whole Nights they'd oft in Sacred Praiſes ſpend, 
3 L Whole Days with Holy Faſts their Lord attend. 


I -> all their great Examples find, 
; And be to Madneſs ftill,or lazy Sloth enclin'd ? i 300 


< 
+ 
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Ss, Owere we free from all Incumbrance here, 
© } Our God would in our Hearts and Lives appear ! 
| From Sleep, from Thirſt, from griping Hunger free, 
Wed conſecrate our ſelves, dear Lord, to thee. 
'T'were far more happy ſo to ſpend our Days, 
ſhan Trophies to oar mouldring Fleſh to raiſe ; 
| Too rarely now Divine Delights we taſbe, 
4 The Holy Banquet then ſhall ever, ever laſt. 


. 
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When we can Creature-Comforts once deſpiſe, 
God will be precious in our longing Eyes, 1310 
We ſoon ſhall ſmile at all Events below, 

Our Pleaſures and our Griefs with Temper flow ; 
| God will be All in All, ſupreamly bleſt, 

Our conſtant Hope and our Eternal Reft, 
| With whom there's nothing preſent, paſt, to come, 
But ene gternal Now compleats the boundleſs Sum. 


—_ x 


Tiunk 


64 The (hriſtian, &c. Book I, & 


50 


Think oft of Death ; that Time once paſt no more 
Returns ; no Carescan flying Age reſtore : 

If thou growſt cold, my Soul, the Plague's begun, 
Thy Joys are ruin'd, and thy Hopes undone ; 1 320 
But if thy Zeal grows hot, thowlt purchaſe Peace, 
Thy Loves ſhall flouriſh, and thy Grace encreaſe : 
Zeal makes thee fit for all things, makes thee thrive, 
And keeps thy Courage and thy Hopes alive. m8 
More Honour he who rules his Paſſion gains : 
Than he who Scepters, or who Crowns obtains. | 
Small Sins indulg?d riſe to a greater Height ; Th 
A Day well ſpent brings on a joyful Night. | 
Watch then my Soul ! O rouſe thy Self from Sin ! 

In all Advices with thy Self begin ; ” 


o 


Rule thou thy ſelf, let others ſtand or fall, 
A Conqueſt o're thy ſelf a real Conqueſt call, 
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20 FARAPHRAS*IA 
e, The Second Book. 
I. 
| | That the Life alſo of Jeſus might be manife eſt in 
our Fleſh. 


HE Mighty God in pious Hearts commands, 
In fuch his ſacred Empire ſtands 3 


Turn then to God ; this wretched World des 
Thy Soul ſhall then in Safety reſt : (teſts 
$corn outward Toys, but inward Vertues prize, | 
bf Then in thy Breaſt his Throne ſhall riſe; 
| Sweet Peace and Holy Joys, to Dogs deni'd, 
Shall in thy happy Breaſt reſide. 
Thy Lord to thee, if thou prepare the Room, 
. Shall with a thouſand Comforts come 3 10 


| b- Hrs 
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His glorious Beauties and his Charms Divine C 
More bright in Holy Boſoms ſhine, 
Where with the Soul he oft and kindly talks, "y 
And in amazing Friendſhip walks. 
Rouſe then, believing Soul ! with humble Care, Th 


Thy Lodgings for thy Spouſe prepare! | 
His Word is paſs'd ; If any Soul improve Th 
In Holy Truth and Heavenly Love, 
I and my Father in his peaceful Breaſt 
Will ſettle our Eternal Reſt. 
He comes ! diſcard all other Inmates ſtraight, 
Set wide for him the Glorious Gate ! 


Chriſt will be Riches, Life, and All to thee, Th 
Thy Husband and thy Guardian He. 
No more ſhalt thou Inferiour Aids implore, Th 


In Man repoſe thy Truſt no more ; 
Men ſoon are chang'd and periſh, only He 
Lives thro immenſe Eternity. ! 
Mea are uncertain as the veering Wind, 
To all delulive Arts inclin'd ; 
Today they”r loving, and to day they'r kind, 
To morrow all to Spite reſign'd : 
Truſt then in God ; to him for Shelter fly, 
With Love and Fear before him lie. 
Thowlt find no Ialting City here below, 
But wilt a wretched Stranger grow, 


> 
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A wandring Pilgrim, and bereav'd of Reſt, 
Till of thy Chriſt, thy King poſleſt. 
Earth's not an eaſeful Place : Above the Skies 
O lift thy watry longing Eyes. 49 
There let thy ſacred Converſation be, 
Thoclog'd with vile Mortality. 
Think on thy Mighty Lord : On Chriſt recline, 
Beall thy Thoughts and Words Divine ; 
| But, if his wondrous Throne appear too high, 
O to his Croſs for Harbour fly ! 
Think on his gaping Wounds, how deep, how wide, 
How they'll a trembling Sinner hide ; 
There thou a Flood of healing Balm ſhalt find, 
More rich than Gilead's nobleſt Kind. 50 
Thence may'ſt thou look abroad with cheerful Eyes, 
And Human Scorns and Frowns deſpiſe. 
Thy deareſt Lord was helpleſs here and poor, 
'- Andcould their bold Afﬀronts endure : 
| Man of Sorrows, and inur*d to Pain, 
' Andcan'ſt thou, wretched thing ! complain ? 
Bated, beli'd was He; and wouldit thou find 
; The World about thee Juſt and Kind ? 
How would thy Patience, if untryd, be crown'd, 
Thy Love be to thy Maſter found ? 60 
With bim the Croſs on Earth for bim ſuſtain, 
p If thow1dſt with him triumphant reign. 
| F 2 Had'ſt 


I ns 
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Hadft thou thy Saviour”s ; bleeding Boſfom view'd, 
Had Love thy tender Soul imbu'd, 
Thouv'dſt nere thy own Concern nor Eaſe regard. 
But be with Joy for Shame prepar'd. ; 
Where Heavenl y Love in ſacred Flames can riſe. 
A Man will ſoon Himſelf deſpiſe. 


Jeſus and Truth, in Souls from Paſſions free, 
Implant a Godlike Liberty 3 _ 

Mount then to Heaven with mighty Raptures bleſ, 
Where They in ſweet Fruition reſt. ;" 


He who looks thro the masking World's Diſguile, 

Is taught by God, and truly Wiſe. | 
He by Heaven's inward Light direQs his Ways, 

No gaudy Show his Courſe delays: i] 


Each where a Place, each Hour a Time can find N 
To excrcile his ſoaring Mind. 
Sweet Meditations are his whole Delight, qK« 


Nor can this World his Thoughts invite ; 6: 'T} 
No foreizn Cares or Bulinels curb his Soul, 


Or his ſuperiour Senſe controul. W 
Well-pois'd within hene're regards nor fears 
The Rage of headſtrong Mutiueers ; Fro 


Bat knows diſtracting Macnels only ſprings 
From Tritling, Sordid, Worldly things. He! 


Wert thou well purg'd, from darling Vices free, Anc 


! 


BA 


All things would turn to Good to thee ; 
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'Bvt now a thouſand Cares thy Dreams diſolcaſe, 


A thouſand Croſles brezk thy Peace : 90 
> F#Thy Soul not yet enough from Earth retires, 
| Nor art thou Dcad to vain Detires. 


The Love of Farth pollutes the pureſt Heart : 
All Earthly things the Plague impart, 
Mount then, and all Enjoyments here deſpiſe ; 
72 ?So thou to outward Joys and endleſs Bliſs ſhall riſe, 


2H II. 
» He who hambleth himſelf (hall be exalted, 


NE vex thy ſelf to think what powerful Friend 
May thy loſt Cauſe defend ; 
Ne're vex thy ſelf, to think what powerful Foe 
May work thy Overthrow. 100 
JEeep but thy Conſcience pure, thy God ſhall be _ 
s !Thy Saviour, and a ſure Defence for thee. 


Where God aſſiſts, the World in vain may frown, 
And ſtrive to keep thee down, 
Hell ſoon, if thou'lt with humble Pattence wait, 
Relieve thy ſinking State, 
He knows Hts time ; Thy Faults thy Neighbours know : 
M [And humbleſt Thoughts from Errors known ſhould 


flow, 
py Ef Th, 
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T he Soul caſt down for Sin ſoon reconciles pl 
His angry Neighbour's Smile; 
In Woes God views his true Humility, 11 T 


And faves and ſets him free ; 
To him his Comforts and his Grace incline, þ 
And make him after Sufferings brighter ſhine. 'T 


His Secrets God to humble Souls reveals, H 
| And ſuch with Sweetneſs heal 
Tho ſcorn'd by Men he ſtill ſecures their Peace, 
Till Worldly Furies ceaſe. H: 
Dowt then thy ſelf for wondrous Gains eſteem, 
Till thou leſs to thy ſcif than all around thee ſeem. 12: Ju 


JIT, 
The Fruit of Righteouſneſs is ſown in Peace « | 
them that make Peace, - 


F Peace and Love within thy Boſom reign, 
Thou others mayſt to Love and Peace allure. Fj 
The peaceful Man may greater Glory gain 
Than Learning could, or mighty Parts procure. pj; 


The 7 
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The Man of Spite in all things Poiſon finds, 
niles | And allthings of all the World believes. 
1: The peaceful Man their Goodneſs only minds, 
e; _ And nee tojealous Dreams reception gives, 


'The Male-content with jealous Furies torn, 
To others Reſt, Reſt to himſelf denies : 139 
His Senſe by Rage, and boundleſs Heats o'reborn ; 
ea | But what's his Work with mad Contempt defies. 


> He nicely ſcans what Others Duties are, 
But what's his Own as wiſely caſts aſide, 
12: Judg thou thy ſelf firſt with impartial Care, 
And to thy Neighbour then thy Thoughts divide, 


, {Thou canſt a thouſand fine Excuſes make 
For Crimes, bus hat'ſt what others make to thee, 


'Thy Wiſdom billes for others Faults ſhould take, 
And on it ſelf the ſharpeſt Cenſvr be, 140 


Elſe thow'rt to Charity a Stranger quite, 
No humble Thoughts approach thy ſurly Breaſt : 
© But meek good Men in Anger can't delight, 
Or think they on themſelves improve it belt, 


he © 
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With kind ſweet temper'd Friends in Peace to live, 
Is Nature's Rule ; for Love Returns will claim 2 
But Peace, with ſuch as bold Diſturbance give, 
With rough hewn Boors, becomes a Chriltian': 
g Name. 


This happy Man enjoys an eaſy Mind, 

And Peace with Others wiſely ſtill maintains. rt 50 
That with Himſelf nor Others Peace can find; 

Bad to Himſelf, to Others worſe remains. 


Yet all our Quiet in our State of Wo, 

In humble Suffering, not Enjoyment, ſtands ; 
And he who beſt can thro AﬀiQtion go, 

The calmelt Thoughts, the ſureſt Peace commands, 


He all the World with patient Faith ſnbdues, 
And o're himlelf a mighty Conqueſt gains : 
To him his Saviour endleſs Friendſhip ſhews, 
And he a King at laſt in Heaven's bright Kingdom 
reigns. 160 


IV, 
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Il 
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IV. 
Purity and Sincertty. 


(may riſe, 
N- two fair Dove-like Wings the pious Saint 


From Earthly Sorrows tow'rd the peaceful 
\ Skies. 
A Heart ſincere, a ſpotleſs Mind, 
In all that's Lov'd, and all Delign'd : 
This tow*rds its Maker haſtes, 
That all his Goodneſs taſtes 
How kind, how free 
He'll always be. 
Thy Thoughts ſhall all ſucceed, 176 
-From looſe Aﬀettions freed, 
If thou Heaven's Will reſolve to do, 
And all thy Neighbours Good purſue, 


Then Nature's Frame the nobleſt Book ſhall be, 


And every Plant preſent thy Mighty God to thee. 


Purge but thy ſelf from Sin, thy Senſe enlarg'd ſhall go 
Thro Heaven's vaſt Tracts,and HelPs dark Womb 
below. 
All things to well-purg'd Souls are fair, 
All vile to thoſe polluted are, 


1he (briſtn Book Il. ? 
Pure Hearts perhaps may know 
Some little Joys below : 180 
'T But Horrour rolls | 
| O're guilty Souls, 
wh | While bright as etna ſhows 


't When tI inward Sulphur glows 3 
'k | So clear will real Converts ſhine, 
| With Heavenly Zeal and Love Divine. 
a | The Luke-warm Wretch the ſmalleſt Labour fears : 
| } The firm good Man unmov'd thro fierceſt Danger 
ſteers. 


V. 
CONSIDER. 


| = hb oft our Grace, and Senſe of Grace decays * . 

How weak's our inward Light, how faint its 
Blaze ! 190 

How oft extinguiſh'd quite while we remiſsly gaze ! 


Rarely we can our inward Darkneſs find ; 
Our Deeds are fooliſh, our Excuſes blind, 
And a wild mad-brain'd Heat miſcalld a zealous 
Mind. 


We 


ts 


IS 


: 
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We ſoon the Motes in others Eyes can ſpy, 
But in owy own can ſcarce the Beams deſcry ; 
Our Sins we ſlightly paſs, but Theirs ſeverely try. 


We feel the Feather on our Shoulders laid, 
But not how much that maſſive Mountain weigh'd, 
To which our Neighbours were by our ill Arts be- 
tray'd. 200 


That Man, who with impartial Eyes looks o're 
His own great Sins, and their advancing Score, 
Will find his Task at home, and gad abroad no more. 


The wiſe Man firſt his Own Concerns purſues, 
Condemns Himſelf, to Others Candour ſhews, 
And oft ſevere Diſputes within Himſelf renews. 


Doſt thou thy God with juſt AﬀeCtions love ? 
No more will earthly things thy Fancy move, 
But all thy Thoughts will dwell on endleſs Joys above, 


If not at home, where lives thy wandring Mind ? 210 
What Good canſt thov, thy ſelf neglected, find ? 
True Peace and Reſt were all for inward Cares de- 


ſign'd. 


How 
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How vaſt, how ſweet will thy Advantage be, 
When, from inferiour Cares and Tortures free, 
ThouPt all the worthleſs Heap of Earthly Glories ſee! 


There's nothing Great, or Good, or Juſt, or High 
With which weak Nature can thy Soul ſupply; 
Snch Treaſures all in God's Eternal Boſom lie. 


? 


The pious Soul all for his God defies, 
He Lives,Fills all things,is Immenſe and Wiſe; 220 
From hinvall Pleaſures ſpring,and folid Comforts riſe. 


VI. 


And herein do I exerciſe my ſelf, to have always a 
Conſcience void of Offence.” 


Conſcience free, a Conſcience clear 
From inward Pangs of guilty Fear, 


The happy Soul with peaceful Glory crowns 


Feeds him with Joys, thocroſt with Woes, 
And bids him ſmile at angry Foes, 


While Guilt ſtill trembles at their angry Frowns. 


SWeer 


Book Il, Pattern paraphras'd. 


| Sweet be his Peace, and calm his Reſt, 

os. : Who by no dark Refietion's preſt, 

Tee! pur all his Actions are refin'd and good. 239 
No Peace the guilty Conſcience knows, 

But ſecret Gripes and ſwelling Woes, 

: As conſtant Rains augment the rolling Flood. 


ligh, 


What tho They talk of. peaceful Days, 
And high their vain Expectance raiſe, 
220 Anddream of happy Lives from Anguiſh free ? 
1ſe, Mind not their haughty Looks or Lies, 
Vengeance on all their Pride ſhall riſe, 
And all their Embryo Thoughts abortive be. 


S4 Joy in ſevere Affiction proves, 249 
No uncouth Task to kim who loves; 
His Saviour's Croſs is all his Boaſt and Pride, 
While that ſhort Praiſe the World beſtows 
A thouſand Griefs and Miſchiefs cloſe, 


And humane Hearts with torturing Woes divide. 


Swect Innocence, not vulgar Air, 
And God and heavenly Truth prepare, 
Treaſures of laſting Joys for humble Minds : 


_—_—.. 
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Who to eternal Crowns aſpires 
No Temporary Bliſs deſires, 250 
Nor on this wretched Earth Contentment finds. 


W here trankent Bliſs the Man deceives, 

The Wretch a glorious Kingdom leaves, 
And barters Orient Gems for crumbling Dult : 

He only gains a peaceful State 

Who neither values Praiſe nor Hate, 
But's ever to Himſelf and Vertue juſt. 


Praiſe adds no Holineſs to Thee, 
And He a ſpotleſs Saint may be 259 
Who droops beneath the Weight of ſenſle(s Lies : 
God only knows him thro', and where 
The Hands are clean, the Heart ſincere : 
The Man at caſe the common Vogue defies, 


Hell nere in Creature-Comforts reſt, 
God wholly fills his taintleſs Breaſt, 
And to Eternity conſigns his Name : 
All ſordid Paſſions then remove, 
And walk with God in perfe& Love, 
And promis'd Crowns of Heavenly Glory claim. 


VII, 
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VIL. 
We love him becauſe he firſt loved ns. 


x0 
Appy, thrice Happy's He 276 
Who can Himſelf deſpiſe, 

And, from ignobler Paſſions free, 
Up to the Guſt of Love Divine can riſe! 

Once was I fond of Pleaſures here, 
Toys could themſelves to trifling Thoughts endear. 
But now I've caſt *em off ; my Feſus now 
Has my cold Heart with ſacred Flames poſſeſt, 

I to his Scepter only bow 

With Heavenly Raptures bleſt. 


He's mine! He's mine! to him 289 
My wing'd Aﬀettions fly, 
To me my former Comforts ſeem 
An empty Cheat, a dangerous Fallacy, 
Jeſus alone my Saviour's true, 
Daily his Aids, his charming Loves renew : 
Who ere in this declining World confides, 
Cruſh'd with it in eternal Ruines lies ; 
Only my Rock, my Chriſt abides, 
And powerful Time defies. 


fo The (briftion 


Book II. 


Pl! graſpþ my Lord, my Love, 
And on his Breaſt recline ; * 
Let Others Other Friendſhips prove, 
My Life, my Jeſus ſhall alone be Mine. 
Others the Soul in Dangers leave, 
My Feſus can't my longing Hopes deceive. 
I muſt from all inferiour Pleaſures part, 
Nor, if I would, could I the Cheats retain, 
My Feſus ever keeps my Heart, 
AndI in Him remain. 


Come Life, come haſty Death, 
Pllin my Jeſus truſt; 
To him I'll gladly yield my Breath, 
Hell only to my Faith and Love be juſt. 
He can't endure another Gueſt 
Should rival him in my divided Breaſt ; 
There He'll an Arbitrary Monarch reign, 


His Throne, when freed from bold Uſurpers, hold, 


And my dull Heart to entertain 
His glorious Image mould. 


290 


300 
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»d 3 Feſus, my Lotd, alone z3to 
My Love with Loves requites 3 
: But off thoſe airy Hopes are blown, 
Which trankent Bliſs, or faithleſs Earth invites. 
No more, [I'll look abroad no more, 
1 MyJeſus is my All, my boundleſs Store, 
2 Should Iere ſcek my Self, my Self would prove 
Worſe than the World, and worſe than Hell to me; 
While I my Feſus only love 
He's my Security. 


” 


o +. VIII. 


"i my Beloved's, and my Beloved is mine, 


Jes ! Dear, Holy, Charming Name! 329 
My Joy ! my Love! my Soul! my vital Flame ! 
How am [I bleſt when thou art here ! 
d, How dead when thy ſweet Beams no more appear ! 
Vain is all Solace drawn from things below, 
Only from thy dear Life Eternal Comforts flow. 


So when with raddy ſwelling Eycs 
ſus |} Blelt Mary ofterd Sorrow's Sacrifice, 


4 | 
4 (4 T9 


| 


$2 The ( briſttan Book I], 


To her dear Breathleſs Brother's Ghoſt, 


Eer broken Thoughts in ſtrange Amuſements loſt, 
Tefirs the Maſler call'd ; the welcome Sound 33: 
\\ip'd off her flowing Tears, her Eyes in Pleaſure 


drown'd. 


W hat Rocks could keep their Quarry long 
V\ hencall'd from thence byhis harmonious Tongue'ſ 


iow ſtupid would the Sinner prove 


Whom his All-powerful Language fail'd to move: 


Fm loſt, undone ſhould He rejectcd be ; 
T hat Loſs is greater far than that of Worlds to me. 


Without Him what's the flattering World 

But one rude Heap, in wild Confuſions hurl'd ? 

With Him Hell's darkeſt part would be 

A Paradiſe, from all Temptation trec. 34 
Jeſus alone's an inexhauſted Mine 

Of Conſolations rich, and Treaſures all Divine. 


{How ſhall I hold thee faſt, my Love ! 
How with my Jeſus all my Days improve ? 
O make me Humble, make me Kind ! 
So I ſhall his unalterd Preſence lind 


py j 


£7 Tifus I by Sins may turn to flight, (Ni! 


But ten muſt friendleſs live in Sorrow?s g1ol 


\ [| 
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May I enjoy but thee my Dear, ago * 
[11 not a thouſand marſhal'd Armies fear ; 

No threatning Worlds ſhall daunt my Soul, 
Nor Hell's confederate Bands my Joys controul. 
Others Pll love for Thee, but Thee alone, 
-| For thy Eſſential Worth, my Lord my Saviour own. 


| 


Fil lay my pining Envy by, 
And or'e my Paſllions for a Conqueſt try, 
Vile in my /elf, yet loy'd by Grace, 
To others I'll thy facred Footſteps trace ; 
No wretched Inmates ſhall my Heart divide, 359 
Im all, 'm only thine by all Engagements ty'd. | 


s 


{i 
, 


Waſh me my God, and make me pure, 
My Soul from all enſnaring Arts ſecure ! 

Olet me taſte, O let me ſee [ 
What inexhauſted Sweetneſs flows from Thee ! l 
* |-Draw me, prevent me by powerful Grace, (brace! Us” 
b my purg'd Soul with thy endearing Arms em- / 


When of thy powerful Grace depriv'd, 
"My Wealth, my Hopes, my Joys are all ſhortliv'd; 
When that returns, reviv'd again, $379 
Ni: vigorous Hopes and mighty Joys attain ; 
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So Summer Winter, Day ſucceeds to Night, 
And to a ſullen Storm, a Sky ſerene and bright. 


IX. 
O that my Head were Waters ! 


I T's eaſy, very eaſy ſure, 
When Seas ſmile only with a gentle Gale, 
To hold the Rudder, or to furl the Sail ; 
A young, a halt-experienc'd Skipper may 
The floating Hulk from Port to Port convey, 
From lurking Rocks and Sands ſecure. 


His 
Of ( 


And 


But when an Earth-born Tempeſt loudly roars, ;; Brea 


And toaming Billows daſh the ſounding Shores : 
When Mountain-Surges bounding high, 
With curling Heads attempt the thundring Sky, 
Each Flurry opens Nature's ſilent Womb, 
And every Break diſplays a gaping Tomb ; 
A $kilful Pilot only then can hold 
The Helm, with long Experience bold, 
Hoary with Toils, with great Succeſſes crown'd, 
And all his brawny Crew around 


With Storms undaunted, and in Dangers old. 3, 


Forlc 


This 
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So when unfailing Comforts flow 
From ſmiling Heaven to ſtay the ſtaggering Soul, 
And all its Joys are undiſturb'd and whole, 
A Novice Chriſtian, tho with Croſſes tri'd, 
May bear his Head above the broken T ide, 
And an unyielding Courage ſhow. 
But if at once, when Hell and Earth conſpires 
To work his Ruine, God himſelf retires ; 
If he behind a Cloud conceal 
His Lifeful Smiles; and if a diſmal Peal 400 
Of Cares and Fears, wild Doubts and dark Deſpair, 
And HelPs ſwift Troops around the groaning Air, 
Break on his wretched Head ; if, rack'd with Woes, 
And inward Griefs convulſive Throws, 
Forlorn, deſerted, ſtill his Faith can riſe, 
And ſtill can pierce the lowring Skies, 
This Man alone Faith's conquering Virtue knows. 


But Ah! how weak, dear Lord, am 1 '! 
Bow could I flutter in ſerener Days, 
Ind ſport and bask beneath thy gentler Rays ! . 41G 
ow bold when Dangers at a diſtance ſtood, 
'hen all thy Ways were ſmooth.and all were Good, 
And always thy Aſſiſtance by ! 
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M Nay I have bravely ſtem'd the threatning Tide 
1th Of helliſh Malice and of humane Pride, 
And thro aſflictive Deſerts preſt, 
When by thy Condudt and thy Favour bleſk. 
But *twas not I, dear Lord ! thy mighty Grace | 
And living Beams from thy Illuſtrious Face, 


"4 Enlarg'd my Courage, and confirm'd my Heart. 4:4 
i But O ſhould once thy Gracedepart ! 
4 | Shouldft rhou deſert my Soul ! no Comforts bring, 
I" When gathering Storms around me ing, p 
Fe How, Lord, could I ſupport the fatal Smart ! 
I know when my Redeemer dy'd, 
When my dear ſuffering jeſus conquer?d Hell, , 
His Fleſh bencath Extremes of Anguiſh fell; Þ -. 
Thy Saints beneath ſevere Deſertions groan'd, 7 
By Men afflicted, and by Heaven diſown'd, lf 
When in the ſcorching Furnace try'd 5; 4; 
Harſh were their Trials, but their Faith Divine 5] 


Did brighteſt in Afliction's Midnight ſhine. 

Tliey ſtood as Rocks unſhock*d, unmov'd,þ x 
When by Temptations hideous Tempeſt prov'd ; 
Nay tho they dy*d, they ſtill could truſt in Thee, 
And chcarful Hopes thro? diſinal Darkneſs ſee. W 
fn But what am I, alas! how weak, how vain, Ar 
l(- If thou my God thy Smiles reſtrain? Be 


7 


Book Il. 


OO CRGOm- 


Pattern paraphras'd ? 87 


I ſink, I drown, O fave me, fave me now ! 
Unbend thy dreadful threatning Brow, 
Erel among the ſilent Tombs renin ! 


442 


Lord 1 confeſs 'm all impure, 
Like beggar?d Oar drawn from exhauſted Veins, 
Which n'er rewards the Owners Coſt or Pains ; 
I know, if for Eternal Reſt delign'd, 
I muſt be ofr, like purcit Gold, refin'd, 

And oft the fiery Tett endure. 
Try me, Otry me! Scorch me ! Burn me here ! 
Till 1 well purg'd from drolly Earth appear 5 

Put ſtil! with Judgment laſh me Lord, 
Not like an oft-caſt Wretch, foriorn, abhorr'd ! 
Thy rougheſt Hand O give me Strength to bear ! 
Thro? Woes protect me by thy tendreſt Care | 
If thou thy Face a white in Anger hide, 

Or in prodigious Gloom reſide, y 
Shine quickly, ſhine again to me, and clear, 

O Sun of Righteouſneſs appear 
With all thy lovely Beams and Morning Pride. 


439 


When all HelFs Meſtengers on me 
Wath angry Buffets vent their utmoft Rage, 
And ſpiteful Worlds againſt my Soul engage, 
Pe thon with me ;, and tho a thouſand Focs 
Exert their Malice, and their Hate diſcloſe, 


. 


Thy Grace my ſure Defence will hy, AF. 


Ws.- | 


V4 
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Afiiction makes me humble, makes me wiſe, 
Affliction is Devotion's Exerciſe, 
Hope's happy Teſt, Faiths Ordeal Fire, 
The Death of ſenſual Luſt and vain Deſire, 
But when I've bravely paſt the threatning Flood, 
The Seas all bluſhing o're with Crimſon Blood, 
Tho Hell's inveterate Armies ſtill purſue, 479 
Dear Lord thy Captain-Flame renew, 
Their ſhatter*d Wheels ſhall then but ſlowly move ; 
But I thy vigorous Comforts prove, 
And from the wrecky Shore the promisg'd Canaan 
view, 


Of his Fulneſs we all receive, and Grace for Grace. 


A ! would I hope a lazy Reſt to find, 
+. A For Pains created, and for Toils delign'd ? 
Would I ſupinely ſnort and ſtreak, 
And only in a drouſy Language ſpeak ? 
No: I'll all warldly Eaſe deſpiſe, 
And only Patience exerciſe, 480 
And, while the World difſolv'd in Pleaſure lies, 
The Croſs I'll freely take, 
The Croſs my Glory make, 
My ceareſt Prize. 


2B 
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"Por thoughtleſs Creatures yet inferiour Toys 
Would rather chuſe than theſe diviner Joys, 
Theſe which their own excel as far 
As Midday's Sun outſhines the Morning Star 
Thoſe only Shame and Leanneſs bring, 
But theſe from Heavenand Vertue ſpring, 495 
By God himſelf on humble Minds beſtow?d, 
Tho off that pleaſing Tide 
Sometimes in Ebbs muſt flide, 
Which lately flow'd. 


Unhappy Men for ſenſleſs Freedoms move, 
Which but as Bars to Heavenly Pleaſures prove. 
God freely will his Grace beſtow : 
But Men ingrateful won't the Donor know. 
| We never could exhauſt the Spring, 
Could we but fit Receivers bring, Fo 
On humble Hearts God pours abundant Grace : 
But where aſſuming Pride 
Can in the Soul reſide, 
It quits the Place. 


I hate thoſe Joys which drown my Senſe of Sin ; 
| hate thoſe Raptures which in Pride begin; 

Not all that's 1g is Holy found, (crown'd, 
Nor all that's ſweet with wholeſome Goodneſs 
Impu- 
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Impurities our Thonghts may ſeize, 
Our very Dreams our God diſpleaſe. 519 
By Grace and by the Rod reform'd, my Senſe 
Obſerves I'm poor and bare, 
And Mercies only are 
My ſure Defence. 


Fll hambly then before my Maker bow, 
Nor Pride nor Folly in my ſelf allow. 
The pureſt Saints are bumbleſt ſtill, 
No vain Conceits their modeſt Boſoms fill 
God was their Strength, on him they ſtay*d, 
More lowly ſtill by Vertue made; 520 
Each other”s flattering Eulogies they ſcorn'd, 
But ever lov*d to ſee 
The gracious Deity 
With Praiſe adorn'd. 


Much have l got, but ſtill I hape for more, 
If I my God with hemble Vows implore, 
Nor by my Own 77s Actions prize, 
Whote Wildom dazzles my defective Eyes. 
The Gilt that*s mean, the Work that's low, 
Can't from unbounded Goodneſs flow. 530 
His Rod in Mea thankful Heart ſhall find ; 
And let him take or give, 
My huntble Soul ſhall live 
Tohim reſlign'd, xt, 
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XI. 
Let him take up his Croſs. 


nr OK out my Soul, ſee all the floating World 
With Anchors drop't and Canvas furl'd, 
ASif in Heaven's capacious Road ſecure, 
They*d make their Port, and ſeize Eternal Reſt ; 
Nor could their tedious Lives endure, 
Till with Immortal Glorics bleſt. 540 
But lo! a Croſs of Blood ! the thundring Sky 
Flames with the dreadful Prodigy ! 
Andlo! the Fleet in ſtrange Confuſion fly, 
Their Cables cut, all Hands aloft ! they cry, 
To Windward ply, clap all their Canvas on, 
And lo! how ſuddenly they'r gone ! 
In all the Offin not one Sail appears, 
So terrible the Croſs, ſo ſwift their ſenfſleſs Fears. 


They'r bold in Calms, and love a gentle Gale, 

But in a Storm their Tempers fail, $550 
Cold are their Hearts, their Courage deadly cold ; 
They can't a rolling Eaſtern Billow bear, 

But, to enſlaving Terrors ſold, 


They ſink at once in deep Deſpair, 


Fond 
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Impurities our Thonghts may ſeize, 
Our very Dreams our God diſpleaſe. 519 
By Grace and by the Rod reform'd, my Senſe 
Obſerves I'm poor and bare, 
And Mercics only are 
My ſure Defence. 


Fll humbly then before my Maker bow, 
Nor Pride nor Folly in my ſelf allow. 
The pureſt Saints are bumbleſt ſtill, 
No vain Conceits their modeſt Boſoms fill ; 
God was their Strength, on him they ſtay'd, 
More lowly ſtill by Vertue made; 520 
Fach others flattering Eulogies they ſcorn'd, 
But ever lov*®d to ſee 
The gracious Deity 
With Praiſe adorn'd. 


Much have I got, but ſtill I hape for more, 
If I my God with hemble Vows implore, 
Nor by my Own 77s Actions prize, 
Whote Wiſdom dazzles my defective Eyes. 
The Gilt that's mean, the Work that's low, 
Can't from unbounded Goodneſs flew. $539 
His Rod in Mea thankful Heart ſhall find ; 
And let him take or give, 
My humble Soul ſhall live 
Tohlum relign'd, Xl, 
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XI. 
Let him take up his Croſs, 


' Bu OK out my Soul, ſee all the floating World 
With Anchors drop't and Canvas furl'd, 

AS if in Heaven's capacious Road ſecure, 

They*d make their Port, and ſeize Eternal Reſt ; 
Nor could their tedious Lives endure, 
Till with Immortal Glorics bleſt. 540 

But lo! a Croſs of Blood ! the thundring Sky 
Flames with the dreadful Prodigy ! 

Andlo! the Flect in ſtrange Confuſion fly, 

Their Cables cut, all Hands aloft ! they cry, 

To Windward ply, clap all their Canvas on, 
And 1o! how ſuddenly they'r gone ! 

In all the Offin not one Sail appears, 

So terrible the Croſs, ſo ſwift their ſenfleſs Fears. 


They'r bold in Calms, and love a gentle Gale, 

But in a Storm their Tempers fail, $550 
Cold are their Hearts, their Courage deadly cold ; 
They can't a rolling Eaſtern Billow bear, 
But, to enſlaving Terrors ſold, 
They ſink at once in deep Deſpair, 
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Fond Hypocrites who'd fain by fine Deceit 

Their Maker's ſearching Wiſdom cheat ! 
Would ſolid Bliſs for empty Service gain, 
And by Heaven's piercing Eyes unſeen remain ; 
They love a Heavenly and Eternal Feaſt, 

But previous Abſtinence detelt ; 
Themſelves, as other Men, Themſelves abuſe, 
And for a weighty Croſs a weightier Crown refuſe. 


560 


How cloſe on Jeſus for the Loaves they wait ! 
Bur all the Thoughts of Sufferings hate ; 
Gladly his helpful Miracles admire, 
To loud Applauſes and Hoſannas riſe ; 
But from the ſhameful Croſs retire, 
With daunted Hearts and lowring Eyes. 
They love him when with joyful Garlands crown'd, 
And all his ſhining Armies round ; 570 
But when the Villain-Ront their Lord aſlail, 
And Tyrants o re his Innocence prevail, 
If He, our healing Sun, in Blood go down, 
Or but obſcure a while, or frown, 
They, like his Friends of old, deſert him all, 
And toa baſe Diſtruſt and vile RefleCtions fall. 


Bat thoſe, who for his own Dear ſake can love 
Their Holy Jeſus, wiſer prove ; 


Conſcious 


—_— 
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Conſcious of Sin, they look for Sin's Reward, 
Sorrows, Aflictions, Anguiſh here below z 53S 
With Thanks their Maſter's Strokes regard, 
And in his Rod his Kindneſs know. 
Tho to a deep, a hopeleſs Gloom confin'd, 
They*r grateful all, and all refign'd. 
O from that Love what mighty Wonders ſpring, 
When private Intereſts no Diſtraction bring ! 
But Ah ! what Mercenary Souls are they 
Who only ſerve their Lord for pay ! 
Who in his deareſt Self no Charms could find 58g 
To touch the humble Heart,& eaſe the lovre-ſick Mind. 


-A Soul abſtracted quite from things below 
We rarely, very rarely know 
Could I for ſuch a Temper freely give 
This mighty Globe, alas ! *twere worthleſs all 
Should I a mournful Recluſe live, 
How ſhort would Tears and Mourning fall ] 
Could I for it through Learning's Circle run, 
The Purchaſe would be ſcarce begun. 
Nay, had I Vertue and Devotion too, 
And only Extaſy and Rapture knew, 600 
Mug would be wanting yet, my Teſt would be 
If I my Self could conquer Me, 


Could 
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Could I the Rivals of my Lord dethrone, 
And yet my Self at laſt a worthleſs Servant own. 


The beſt of Saints will no Deſerts pretend, 
No Actions of their own commend ; 
They know their inward Frailties all, and know 
How ſhort their Labours of Perfe&ion are ; 
And ſtill, as better, humbler grow, 
And ſtill againſt Themſelves declare. 610 
They know their Maſter never wants their Praiſe, 
Their Service can't his Glories raiſe: 
P11 tread their ſacred Steps, and boldly try 
To lay my ſelf, my wild Preſumptions by ; 
I ſhall when meaneſt to my Self I ſeem, 
Be greateſt in my God's Eſteem, 
Poor in my ſelf, and deſpicably vile, 
But rais'd to Strength and Wealth by his reviving 
Smile, 
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XII. 


God forbid that T ſhould glory ſave in the 
Croſs of Chriſt. 


> hard, extreamly hard to hear the Cry, 

Make haſte ! take up the Croſs! thy Self deny ! 620 
Make haſte ! thy Maſter's Steps purſue ! 

But harder far to hcar that diſmal Doom, 

Depart dann'd IWretch to Hell's cternal Gloom, 
To Flames aud endleſs Torments due. 


But thoſe who bore t14;y Croſs of old, appear 

All free from Horrors and from damning Fear 
And when the fatal Trumpets ſound, 

In Heaven the Banncr of the Croſs ſhall ſtand, 

And all its Friends a bright Triumphant Band, 
"heir Standard and their Lord ſurround, 630 


Why ſhould I fear the Croſs who claim the Crown ? 
That CroGG which brought my Life and Safety down, 
And me fromall my Foes defends ? 

The Thoughts of That ſuperiour Sweets diffuſe, 
And That my inward Strength and Joy renews, 
And to Divine Pericction tends, 
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From thence my Hope, my dear Salvation flows, 
T'll bear it then, and with my Saviour cloſe, 

With him the Marriage-Chamber gain ; 
That I might for aſuffering State provide, 649 
He bore the Croſs, and on the Croſs be dy'd, 

But Glory ſtill rewards the Pain. 


Try High and Low, all ways for ſafety try, 
Safety at laſt beneath the Croſs muſt lie, 
In Luſts and Paſſions mortifyd. 
Strive to avoid #t ; ſtill thow'lt find a Croſs, 
'Thou'lr find dark Grief, ſharp Pains, Afflitions, Loſs, 
And ſudden Woes thy Time divide. 


Perhaps my God may in a Cloud retire, 

Perhaps my Neighbours may my Fate conſpire, 650 
Or I my Self my Self torment : 

Thus God would have me by Affliction try?d, 

More bright, more clean, more throughly purify'd 
By what I can't with Care prevent, 


Could I all other Perſecutors ſhun, 
In vain my Self yet from my Self would run, « 


This 
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This Self would be a Croſs to me. 
By Sufterings I my Saviour's Lot may know, 
More patient thence and more ſubmiſlive grow, 

And Peace and endleſs Glory ſee. 669 


The Crofs, if with a chearful Heart I bear, 
With that I'll to the peaceful Harbour ſteer, 
Where Griefs and Pains ſhall reach no more. 
[f I reject it, I muſt bear it ſtill, 
A ſecond mult the ſame Deſign fulfl, 
More weighty far than that before, 


No Man, no Saint yet liv'd from Sufferings free ; 
Not one ſhort Moment could my Jeſus be 
Vithout the bitter pondrous Load ; 


| HeDy'd, he Roſe, and thence to Glory paſgd, - 570 


And I may reach thoſe Seats of Bliſs at laſt 
By that Imperial Purple Road. 


Would I then dream of Pleaſures ? dream of Reſt ? 
Fond Fool ! I know this wretched Life's oppreſt 
With endleſs Croſſes, endleſs Woes. 


[f I have Grace, my baniſ\d earth]y State 
Will Croſſes to my longing Soul create, 
And quickly break my ſoft repole. 


H Beneatn 
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Beneath the Croſs I Heavenly Comforts find, 
My Fleſk fatigu'd, but my Superiour Mind 680 
By inward ſtrengthning Grace renew'd. 
While thus I follow Chriſt, my Joy ſhall riſe, 
My Faith he'll by my patient Sufferings prize, 
Tho with his Strength alone endu'd. 


Fleſh hates the weighty Croſs, the Rod, the Chain, 
To fly from Honours, and Afﬀronts ſuſtain, 
Nor can fond Self Himſelf deſpiſe. 
Such Vertues only ſpring from Faith Divine, 
And if the-Croſs on Faith's bright Armour ſhine, 
Hell from the dreadful Viſion flies. 6g: 


Move then my Soul ! thy Croſs ſubmiſsly bear, 

And for a thouſand Cares and Griefs prepare ; 
Drink what thy Saviour drank before. 

Rejoice in Sufferings, little Bugbears all, 

To that bright Crown which on bis Brows may fall, 
Who once his Croſs with Patience hore. 


If I in Sorrows once can Sweetneſs find, 
My Soul to bear my Saviour's Croſs reſign'd, 


Wo 
I've 


To 
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I've found a Paradiſe below ; 
But if I murmur at the Weight I bear, 795 
And fly from Sufferings with a thoughtful Care, 

I but from Chains to Tortures go. 


Come Croſs, come Death then for my Saviour®s ſake! 
My Lot I'll with ſubmiſſive Gladneſs take, 

And ſo Eternal Peace obtain. 
For ſhould I mount with Paul above the Skies, 
Affliction ſtill might be my Exerciſe, 

When I to Earth return'd again, 


Ah! were [ worthy that Immortal Fame, 
To ſuffer for my dear Redeemer's Name, 710 
How would the Saints rejoice for me ! 
Patience the moſt impatient Slaves will praiſe, 
And Trophies to the ſmiling Martyrs raiſe, 
When from the Croſs themſelves are free, 


O may 1 then, while living, daily die 

ToSin, to Earth, and to my Self! thatI 
May fill my Heart with things above, 

So may my God accept my happicr Choice 

Todie with Chriſt, not with the World rejoice, 
And thence approve my ſacred Love. #720 
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Chriſt taught me thus 3 and had His Wiſdom known 
What fafer Path could be to Glory ſhown, 
To that He'd all his Friends invite. 
I'll then to graſp at Him, my Self deny, 
And thro” a thouſand Tribulations try 
'Toreach the dazling Realms of Everlaſting Light. 
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I. 
I will hear what the Lord wilt fay unto me. 


Believer. 
ET's now, my Soul, attentive be 

I To what my God wlll ſpeak to Me. 

Bleſt Souls, which hear his charming Voice, 
And in his ſacred Words rejoice ! 
Bleſt Ears, which hear thoſe Heavenly Sounds, 
\W hich no inferiour Noiſe confounds ! 
Thro which my God, by various Ways, 
To Me his powerful Truth conveys. 
Bleſt Eyes on inward things intent, 
Which foreign Objects cart prevent ! IO 
Bleſt Man, whothro Heaven's Secrets pries, 
Improv'd by daily Exerciſe ! 
Whoon his Maſter longs to wait, 


And would Earth's mean Incumbrance abdicate. 
H 3 Watch 
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Watch then, my Soul, and ſhut the Door, 
Admit inferiour Toys no more ; 

But hear, O humbly hear what He 

My God, my Lord will ſpeak to Thee ! 

He's all thy Health, thy Life, thy Peace, 

And makes thy Inward Jars to ceaſe. 2C 
Caſt off poor tranſitory things, 

And ſearch for Truth's Eternal Springs. 

The World's a Cheat, the Creatures Cheats, 

If once their mighty Lord retreats. 

Throw off then all thoſe Cheats below, 

And Faith in thy Creator ſhow, (know. 


If thowdſt the utmoſt Sweets of Heavenly Bleſſings, 


II. 


Spear, Lord, for thy Servant heareth, 


Believer, 


Peak, Lord, O ſpeak ! thy Servant hears ! 
Uncloſe my Eyes, unlock my Ears! 
To me thy Sacred DiQtates ſhew ! 30 
O to thy Words my Heart encline ! 
O make it yield to Truths Divine 
As Lillies bend with Morning Dew ! 


Thy 


WF. . 


oi ce. 
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Thy awful Thunder's diſmal Roar 
Made I/raePs frighted Tribes implore 
Not Thee, but Amram's Son to hear : 
They trembled at his radiant Brow 3 
But when from burning Darkneſs Thou 
Declar*dſt thy Name, they dy'd for Fear. 


With all ſubmiſſive Boldneſs I 40 
To Thee alone for Counſel fly : 

Speak, Lord ! O ſpeak, thy Servant hears ! 
No Moſes T, no Saint require, 
But thy dear Words alone deſire ; 

O ſpeak to my attentive Ears ! 


Sweet may the Prophets Language ſound, 
When they Myſterious Truths propound ; 
Plain are their Words, their Counſels plain, 
Without they ſhow thy ſacred Way, 
And Plant and Water all the Day, 5© 
And Cry, but Cry alas ! in vain, 


From Thee the Spirit only flows, 
By Thee the Heart with Fervor glows ; 


H 4 
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Thy Aid the Myſtic Word explains. 
Thou giv'ſt Perfection, Strength, and Light, 
And mak'ſt the grateful Soil requite 

With weighty Fruit the Workman's Pains. 


Then let no Moſes ſpeak to me z 
On Thee, Dear Lord, I wait on Thee 
For Fruit, for Life, for endleſs Love. 69 
O teach me what I hear to do, 
And Love to what I know to ſhew Z 
And Faith by Holy Works to prove! 


Speak then, O ſpeak ! thy Servant hears, 
With Thee the living Word appears: 
Thy Words Eternal Life beſtow. 
Speak Lord ! O give thy Self to Me ! 
And then my Lips and Heart to Thee 
Shall with Eternal Praiſes flow. 


III. 
Be not proud, for the Lord hath ſpoken. 


Chriſt. (thoſe 
Ear then my Words, my Son, more ſweet than 


> Which antient Philoſophic Sages choſe : 771 
My Words are Life and Spirit, far above 
That wretched Phraſe which Human Senſes love ; 


Not 


v\ 
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Not fram*d for itching Ears, but humble Souls, 


I taught my Prophets and my Prieſts of old, 
And ſtill to Men my ſaving Truths unfold : 
Molt lie, like ſenſleſs Adders, deaf, or They 
The World more gladly than their Lord obey 


Yet every Street with eager Slaves abounds. 

| promiſe pure Delights and endleſs Love, 
Yet can't the ſtupid Hearts of Mortals move : 
Nay in my Holy Houſe the Plague prevails, 
No little Prieſt for ſmall Preferment fails 

To go, torun, to fly ; but ſcarce can crawl, 


For paltry. Sums, how oft the noiſy Bar 
Maintains a tedious, and a coſtly War ! 
By Night, by Day with reſtleſs Care they'l pl 
If they ſome diſtant Glimpſe of Gain delſcry. 


For Crowns of endleſs Bliſs they?l rarely try, 
But at the very Thoughts of active Vertue die. 


Where mighty Love the ſilent Thought controuls. 
Happy the favour'd Chriſtian taught by Me, (free! 
Who lives from common Fears and wild Deſtrution 


80 


The World poor Trifles, tranſient Joy propounds, 


When I to Holy Pains and ſharp Repentance call. 


GO 


Y 


But ſenſle(s Fools ! for never-changing Good, 
For vaſt Rewards, and Honour's riſing Flood, 


Bluſh 
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Bluſh then, poor whining, lazy Wretch, to ſee FB 
How Slaves of Farth with more AQivity 
For Helliſh Deeps, and Chains of Darkneſs ſtrive, 
Than Thou in thy Creator*s Arms to live. 16! 
Thoſe Fools can more in dull Delights rejoice, 
Than Thou to hear thy Saviour's warning Voice. 
Yet oft they loſe their empty Hopes ; but I 
Ne'r broke my Promiſe, nor was known to Lie. 
Racks may be torn, and mighty Mountains fall, 
One Word diſſolve the vaſt Terraqueous Ball ; 
But where I find a conſtant Love to Me, 
My happy Friends a full Reward ſhall ſee, (find; 
More than their largeſt Thoughts their Souls ſhall 
Their Boſoms always calm, their Maker ever kind. 11! 


Gy 


Then on thy Heart my powerful Word engrave, 
Peruſe it well, and my Aſſiſtance crave : 
When Tempeſts gather in an angry Sky, 

With Wiſdom they*ll thy Head and Heart ſupply. 
I oft my Friends with ſharp Temptations prove, 
As oft revive them with returning Love : 

This makes them proſecute their Sins with Hate, 
This makes them cloſe at Vertne's Altars wait. 


By 
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But he who ſlights my kind Inſtructions, ſhall 129 


Beneath the dreadful Stroke of weighty Vengeance 


| 


fall. 


IV. 
Lord, I come to do thy Will, 


Believer. 
Y God, my only Good, may I 
To Thee one humble Word reply ? 

I, wretched Worm, more vile and law 
Than Words can ſpeak, or Heart can know ; 
Wilt thou thy worthleſs Servant own ? 
May 1 approach thy awful Throng ? 
Pity, Dear Lord, thy Pity ſend 
On him, who nothing can pretend ; 
NoGrace, no Strength, no Light's in me, 130 
But Weakneſs and Obſcurity : 
But Thou art Holy, Juſt, and Kind, 
Immenſe ; and thy Almighty Mind 
Runs thro the World, and fills it All, 
But Souls which back from Vertue fall. 
Thy Love, thy tender Mercy, Lord, 
To Me a needy Slave afford ! 
Thy Goodneſs hates an empty Place 


_ | O fill my Head and Heart with thy enlightryng Grace! 


How 


I ' 


— 
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How can I livea Stranger here, 140 

Unleſs thy pitying Grace appear ? 

Olet me Mercy, Mercy ſee, 

And never turn thy Face from Me! 

Forſake not, Lord, my Soul, leſt I 

Like drowthy Fields, or Deſarts lie, 

Unfraitful, Barren, Diſmal, Wild, 

With Dragons and with Serpents filPd, 

Teach me Obedience, Lord, to Thee, 

And Prudence, and Humility : 

Thy Wiſdom reads my Soul, my Heart, 159 

Fhy Truth examines every Part ; 

And ere the World or | were made, (laid. 
Before thy ſearching Eyes my unborn Thoughts were 


W. 


Aad they who worſhip Him, muſt worſhip Him in | 
Spirit and in Truth, 
Chriſt. (trace, | - 


| Alk then with Me! Truth's Sacred Motions 
And turn thy Heart to ſeek my glorious Face: 
Truth will protect Thee from the Tempter's Rage, 
And guard Thee from a vile ſeducing Age, 
She'll ſer Thee truly free, and make Thee riſe 
Above thoſe Errors, Mean to break her Force deviſe. 


Believer. | 


— 


— 


F 
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Believer. 
True, Deareſt Lord ! O may it be, 
My God, as Thou declar'ſt to Me! 
Let Truth inſtru& me, keep me ſure, 
And my Eternal Bliſs procure; 
From vile AﬀeCctions Chains unbind, 
And brutiſh Loves debanch'd and blind. 
Then with a Heart ſincere and free, 
' Fil walk, my God, Vll ever walk with Thee. 


Chriſt. 
To Thee Ill all the Ways of Goodneſs ſhow, 
And thou, my Son, ſhalt all my Pleaſure know : 
Think on thy Sins,think with the ſharpeſt Senſe, 1759 
Nor dream of Merits, or of Innocence. 
Thy Sins are many, and thy Paſlions wild, 
Thou oft by Hell's deceitful Arts beguil'd : 
Thy Pains are worthleſs, but thy Falls ſevere; 
Chains, Grief and Ruins round thy Tents appear. 
No Praiſe on thy Phantaſtic Vertue waits, 
But every thing thy ſwelling Pride rebates. 
Weak are thy beſt Deſigns, and weaker far 
Than all thy humbleſt Apprehenſons are, 
Don't then, my Son, thy little Actions prize, 180 
Nor let great Shows delude thy wandring Eyes ; 


Let 
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Let not the World be ſweet or dear to thee, | 
Nor fix thy Love beneath Eternity. ala | 
Be TRUTH thy Darling, TRUTH thy Soul's Þ* / 
Thy Innate Vileneſs all thy Tears excite, 
Thy Fears, thy angry Talk, thy Scorn and Hate 
Engag'd againſt thy inward ſinful State. 

Some with a caveleſs Life, but Curious Eye, 
Would boldly thro my Myſtic Secrer pry, 
Neglett their own, and others Souls confound, 1g: 
Till in a'Sea of deep Temptations drown'd ; 

And for their mad Attempts and Godleſs Pride, 

Down by revenging Strokes to endleſs Tortures ſlide. 


Do Thou my Anger and my Judgments fear, 

And don't too buſy on my Works appear : 

Thy Sins examine well, thy Sins ſurvey, 

Thy frequent Negligence, thy cold Delay : 

Some on their Pray'r-Books, or on Form and Show 

All their Devout, deceitful Hours beſtow. 

They'l Talk indeed, but never Think of Me ; J2c9 

But thoſe of Souls refin*d more clearly ſee, % 
And oaly pant and breath to reach Eternity, 


I 


Their Ears all Earthly Converſation hate ; 
Unwillingly on Nature's wants they wait, 


They | 


e, 
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They all the Smiles of flattering Worlds deſpiſe, 
And higher ſtill in Heavenly Vertues riſe ; 


And ſpurn the Ball below,and graſp the lofty Skies. 


V. 
Love u ſtrong as Death. 


| Believer. FO Thee, Eternal” Father, I 


With earneſt Thanks and Praiſes fly : 
Father ! By kind Adoption Mine, 211 
My Saviour's by his Birth Divine ; 

Thro whom, on wretched Me beſtow?d, 
Thy ſtreaming Pity largely flow?d. 
Bleſt, ever bleſt be thy Great Name, 
From whom my former Comforts came ! 
Who pitied oft unworthy Me ; 
For Mercy only lives in Thee. 
To Thee, to thy Eternal Son, 
Thy facred Spirit, bleſt Three in One, 220 
All humble Thanks, all hearty Praiſe 
Il thro Immortal Ages raiſe. 

O Gracious God ! when once my Breaſt 
Is by thy ſacred Love poſleſt, 
All Rapture then and Extaſy, 
My Heart and Sonl ſhall wait on Thee : 
O thenmy Hope, my Harbour be, 


When Seas of Tribulation compaſs me ! 


Weak 
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Weak are my Vertues, weak my Love, 

But O with Joys my Strength improve! 23:Þ* 

And with thy Heavenly Diſcipline 

Oft viſit, and my Soul refine ! 

My Paſſions, my Aﬀections guide ; 

That heal'd and throughly purif'd, 

My Love with brighter Flames may ſhine, ' 
And Patience make me all and only Thine. 


O what's the Force of Heavenly Love ! 

How wondrous all its Motions prove ! 

It makes the Heavy Burden Light, 

And always holds the Ballance right. 240 
It can the Croſs with Pleaſure meet, 
And make the Bitter truly Sweet. F 
Jeſus ! that Name belov'd can raiſe 
Thehumbleſt Soul to graſp at Praiſe ; 

Make it to mighty Works incline, 

And greater ſtill and more delign : 

Love ſcorns the lower World, and flies 

Like Flames to reach their kindred Skies. 
Love hates Reſtraint, and hates its Chains, 
And always of its Clogs complains. 259 
Sweet Love the rougheſt Souls can hold 3 
Enflames the Wiſe, the Brave, the Bold; 
Makes}? 
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[ Makes Heaven the Reſt of Saints above, 


} 


* If he who loves can be but ative too, 


And God himſelf ſubſiſts in boundleſs Love, 


The Lover ſmiles and ſprings and flies, 
He's free, and every Bar defies ; 

Gives All to All, yet keeps it All, 

For he his God his own can call 

From whom the pureſt Bleſſings fall. 

It's not the Gift, but Giver He 260 
Above all other Joys would ſee. 

Love knows no Mean, but burns and glows, 
And ore its common Bounders flows : 

Love never values Weight nor Pains, 

Nor of th? Impoſſible complains ; 

But graſps at All, and All can do, 


Love watches in the Lover's Eyes, 

And ne're fatigu'd nor fainting lies. 

Love, tho confin'd, abroad can rove, 27; 
Unfrighted by the noiſy Drove ; 

Love, like a Torch or Aſtral Fire, 

Will always tow'rds the Poles aſpire. 

If that bright Flame my Soul poſſeſs, 

I ſoon to God ſhall find Acceſs. 


= The" Criſes en 
My God, my Love, my Life is mine, | 
And 1, Dear Lord, am All and only Thine. 


_ 


O then with Love enlarge my Heart ! 
To me that Heavenly Guſt impart; 
That I-thoſe happy Sweets may prove, 2% 
And always Live, and always Love! 
May Love poſleſs me all, and raiſe : 
My Paſſions to a ſoaring Blaze ! ; 
Teach me to ſing the Songs of Love, | 
And fly with Thee, dear Lord, above. Z 
O fill me more and more, till I ! 
A Phenix in thoſe Flames may die ! j 
More than my Self I'll love Thee, Lord, |: 
If thou thy lightſome Beams afford ; 3 
And for thy ſake I'll all embrace, 258 
Who love thy Glories, and who ſeek thy Face. | * \ 


_ >, a its 


Love, when ſincere, is ſwift, and warms 
With pleaſant and delightful Charms; 
It's Brave and Patient, Wiſe and True, | 
Long-ſuffering, Manly, ever New 3 1 i 
And never ſeeks is ſelf, but Tow. | 
Love's Cautious, Humble, ſeeks the Right, |: 
Not Soft, Effeminate or Light ; | 
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But Sober, Peaceful, Firm and Chatt ; 
A Guard on all our Senſes plac't. 390 
Love to its Guides Obedience gives, 
And meanly of it ſelf believes : 
Devout to God and grateful proves, 
And ſtill by Hope's Preſcriptions moves, 
Yea tho its God His Smiles remove, 
Since Clonds ſometimes obſcure the Skies of Love. 


co 
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Fit Me for Suffering, O my God ; 

O fit me for thy ſharpeſt Rod ! 

Far if I dare not ſmart for Thee, 

No Lover's Name belongs to Me. Z1© 
All HardſhipI1 for Thee can bear : 

Thy Love can harſheſt things endear, 


Rt oft ecabe fe 4 


27} No Pains from Thee ſhall make me ſtart, 
- | While Grace unvails my Eyes; and Love ſecures 
| (my Heart: 
O | | VL 
Whom reſiſt ſledfaſt in the Faith: 
| Chriſt | 
5 VF Etftill my Son thow'rt neither brave nor wiſe, 
And Love's ſoft Name is but thy thin Dif- 
it, guiſe. 


$.\Why Lord ? Chr. Conſider how thy Soul recoils, 
g Deſpairs of Comfort, and deſponds with Toils. 
p i 2 The 
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The valiant Lover, like a Rock ſecure, 
Can all HelPs furious Arts unmov*d endure: 32c 
He loves me when he thrives, and lives 1n Peace ; 
Nor can bis Sufferings make His noble Ardours ceaſe. þ 


The Prudent Lover may the Gift admire, 
But to the Gzver moſt his Thoughts aſpire : 
The Worth but little to the Kindneſs ſeems, 
The Giver He above the World eſteems: 
I, not the Boon, his reſtleſs Heart engage 3 
Yet Doubts don't ſtraight a total Fall preſage ; 
Love's Sweet and Good, when fixt on Mine 

and Me ; 
Grace gave it Being, and the Fruits may be, 33: 
T he Foretaſte of a Bleſt Eternity. 
Grace yet may vary, have its Ebbs and Flows, 
And interrupt the careleſs SouPs Repoſe. 
He's Brave indeed who fights the Battel thro, 
And Courage, tho opprelt with Odds, can ſhew | | 


He breaks Hell's utmoſt Force, and all his Loves a 
true. 


Then let not fancid Beauties charm thy Sight, 
Nor thy Sick Soul from righteous Ways invite. 
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Sometimes perhaps thy Joys are Raptures all, 33g 
And down ſtraight to their former Weakneſs fall, 


If thou to get an equal Temper ſtrive, (reyiye, 


ſe, : That War may warm thy Soul, thy dying Hopes 


Know then, the Prince of Hell, thy antient Foe, 

Would all thy Faith and envy'd Hopes o'rethrow, 

Thy Soul's Devotions from thy Maker turn, 

And would againſt thy Saviour's Paſſion ſpurn. 

He'd fain divert thee from thy Senſe of Sin, 

From Vertue's Progreſs, and thy Guard within ; 

Fills thee with impious Thoughts, perverts thy 
Mind, 

When moſt to Prayers and moſt to Heaven enclin'd_ 

He hates Confeſſions, and to find Thee there, 351 


* Where Sacred Fleſh and Blood to Faithful Souls ap- 


pear. 


Truſt not, believe Him not ; his Hellith Snares 
Are ſtrongeſt then, when He for Peace declares : 
Say to Him, Hence ! be gone,falſe Fiend, for ſhame! 
No more thy Lies in pious Ears proclaim : 

Hence vile Seducer ! ne're expect a Part 

In Me ; My Jeſus now defends my Heart, 

Too ſtrong for Helliſh Arms ; nay Death would be 
More welcome far than vile Conſent to Thee : 3560 
I 3 Hold 
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Hold thy deluding Tongue ! I'll hear na more, 
Should'ſt Thoua thouſand wheedlingArts explore; 
The Lord's my Light, my Health,I ſcorn to fear, 
Tho round my Soul Infernal Bands appear 3 
My God's my ready Help,my Kind Redeemer near. 


Now like a valiant Souldier keep the Field , 
And tho ſometimes thy native Frailties yield, 
Reſume thy Courage, and reliſt thy Foe, 

My Grace ſhall freely to aſſiſt Thee flow. 369 


1, rx, 
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But, when the Fiend ſhall from thy Sword retreat, Þ 


Beware of flattering Words, or vain Concelt : 
By theſe ſurpris'd the gallant Hero fails, 

And eaſelefs Blindneſs o're the World prevyails. 
 Onerr, ſince warn'd, approach that rocky Shore, 
Made rich with ſcatter'd Wrecks of thouſands loſt 
before. 


VIL 
He giveth more Grace unto the Humble. 


Chriſt. 
M Y Son, has bright Devotion's Flame poſſeſt 
+74 With inward Sacred Heat thy Zealous 
Breaſt ? 
Then boaſt not of it, nor too loud proclaim 
The wondrous Force of that Celeſtial Flame ! 


Full * 


t, 
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Fill not the Temple with an empty Noiſe, 38® 


Nor, to amuſe the Croud, exalt thy Voice. 
Think *twas a Grace on thy dull Soul beſtow'd, 
To make thee groan beneath thy ſinful Load, (how 
Think how the Prince of Hell may cheat Thee ! 
Thy Breaſt may with a falſe Devotion glow ! 

A Lip and Tongue-Devotion, where the Heart 
In all the Buſineſs never bears a Part, 

Think how alittle time may quench the Fire, 

The glaring Torch in nauſeous Fumes expire. 

Or, if it were a Heavenly Gift indeed, 390 
Think of thy Beggar'd State,thy pinching Kee 
Till lowly Thoughts thoſe Heavenly Flames ſucceed, 
Thou begeg'ſt for Comforts, but mayſt riſeas High, 
When Comforts at a greater Diſtance lie. 

If with a lowly Heart, an eaſy Mind, 

With Self-denial and with Thoughts reſign'd 
Thou bear thy Wounds ; if ſtill with ardent Vows, 
With Prayers on God thy pondrous Cares repoſe ; 
If ſtill thy Heart to pious Works enclines, 

With bold Endeavours and with Wiſe Deſigns, 
Thy ſtruggling Arms above the Waters are, 401 


| \Not yet by Woes oppreſt, nor ſunk by black Deſplir. 


| 
o 
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Some when they miſs Succeſs, impatient prove : 


Man cawt Himſelf, nor where He pleaſes move. 
Il 4 Man 
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21an as ; on God the whole Succeſs depends, 

11/ho where he will bis bleſt Aſſiſtance ſends. 

Some with imagin®d Heats themſelves deſtroy, 
Nor can Themſelves in modeſt Bounds enjoy, 
But ſwelling with Enthuſiaſtic Rage, 


Beyond the Bars of ſober Senſe engage 3 410 
And while they dream above the World they fly, 


The flaſhy Meteors quickly faint and die. 

So low they fall who would ſo wildly ſoar, 
And dowt the Refuge of my Wings implore :; 
So Men unskilPd in Ways of Vertue fail, 


Unleſs to guide their Feet ſome Wiſer Heads prevall. 


If Man, wha fondly in Himſelf confides, 

From all the Paths of ſober Goodneſs ſlides, 

It can't be ſtrange, if Madmen ſcorn the Rein, 
And hate the Doctors who their Heats reſtrain. 
Mean Senſe with lowly Thovghts ſecurer far, 42! 
Than mighty Parts with Pride exalted, are. 

It's more unhappy to be Prond than Poor. 

That Man's unwiſe, who in his Mirth ſecure 
Forgets paſt Poverty, and never dreams 

How ſoon aCloudmay vail Heavens kindeſtBeams, 


Off all his Hopes of Peace and Favour throws, 
And on my Mercy can't with ſteady Faith repoſe. 


And He's imprudent,who,when preſt roms, | 
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Where haughty Pride in peaceful Times prevails, 


In Wars too oft the bloaty Courage fails. 


431 


Couldſt Thou thy modeſt Thoughts with Tem- 


per guide, 


Between th? Extremes of Baſeneſs andof Pride, 
Thouv'dſt both in Straits and Storms ſecurely ride. 4 
Be ſure, when warm'd within with Heavenly Light, 


To meditate on long ſucceeding Night ; 


When That comes on, conclude again, the Day 


May quickly dawn, and make a longer ſtay ; 


That for my Glory, and thy Good before, 


brought the Night ſo ſoon, and can the Day reſtore. 


\ 4 
| 
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A Peace unſhock*®d has greater Dangers far 
Than all the Bickerings of a Ghoſtly War. 


449 


The Soul where Charity and Meekneſs reigns, 


A nobler Charater of Glory gains, 


Than Thoſe who boaſt of Yi/jons and of Light, } 
And all their Cant in Scripture-Phraſe indite 3 C 


Or on Preferment”®s Pinacie can light. 


Who ſeeks God's Honour, beſt ſecures his Own, 


And He who meanelt in Himſelf is grown, 


449 


W ho ſhoots bright Honour from his vigorousEyes 
When ſcornful Worlds his humble Fates deſpiſe, 


Muſt to the nobleſt Heights in Heavenly Favour riſe. 
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VIE. 


F abhor my ſelf in Duſt and Aſhes, 


Believer. UST and Aſhes tho I be, 
Let me ſpeak, dear Lord, to Thee ! 4 


Should I Lord to Merit fly, 

On my own vain Works rely, 
Thou becom'ſt my Enemy. 

All my Sins againſt me riſe, 

All my Sins my Heart ſurprize 
But if with a lowly Heart, 

I from wretched Self- can pert ; 
If contemn'd, dejected I 

In the Duſt before Thee lie, 
Then again thy Light, thy Grace 
Shall my ſinking Soul embrace ; 
All my Vanity and Pride 

That ſubmiſſive Veil ſhall hide. 
Lord, to Me my Self diſplay, 
What I was and am to Day, 
Whence I come, and where I go, 
For, alas! I nothing know. 

If 1 Lord am keft to Me, 
All-I ans Iofirmity ; 
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But if Thou thy Favour ſhow, 

O how ſtrong my Graces grow, 

How my bubbling Joys o'reflow ! 

Strange, my God ! how wondrous ſtrange 
Is the ſudden bliſsful Change ! 

When my Soul with Guilt oppreſt 

Is by thy Embraces bleſt ! 480 
From thy Springs of boundleſs Love, 

My preventing Guardians move ; 

All my Wants to Thee are known, : 


FW 


Off thoſe mighty Dangers thrown, 
Numberleſs and Nameleſs grown. 

In what horrid Snares I fell 

While I lov*d my Self too well ! 

WhenT lov'd and long'd for Thee, 

I retriev'd my God and Me. 

How Love's ſacred Sparks enflam'd me ! 490 
How my own Reflections ſham'd me, 

When in Love's bright Mirror I 

Saw my own Deformity ! 

Found, ſweet Jeſus ! found how free 

All thy Favours were to me! | 

When deſertleſs, hopeleſs grown, 

Bright on Me thy Favours ſhone ! 

Sing my Soul, O ſing his Praiſe ! 

Hymns to our Redeemer raiſe ! 
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Whoſe All-ſearching Eyelids found me, 50 1 
Whoſe All-pitying Loves unbound me, | 
All my Sins and Follies paſt, 

And with tendreſt Arms embrac't. L 
Turn, O turnus Lord to Thee ! 

That, ſubmiſs and grateful, we 

May in pleaſing Sacrifice | 

Make our Songs as Incenſe riſe ! 

And poſſeſt with Heavenly Flame, 

Thee our Health and Strength proclaim ! 


* 
» * * * w 
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IX. 
And your Life is hid with Chriſt in God, ? 


Chriſt. | 
F thou, my Son, wouldſt be with Glories ble 
Make Me thy chiefeſt Good, thy firal Reſt ! 
So thou, too much to meaner Joys inclin'd, 
Shalt be from thoſe inferiour Loves refin'd. 
It's vain to fix thy Heart on things below, 
Which only inward Heat and Thirſt beſtow. 
Turn then to Me, for I thy Mercies give, 
In Me th* Eternal Springs of Mercy live ; 
To Me their grateful Tribute all ſhould pay, 
As to their Parent-Seas kind Rivers find their way. þ 
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From me the Great, the Small, the Rich, the Poor, 
As from a living Fountain, draw their Store; 521 
And who for Ae the World can freely leave, 
2 Shall find his Hopes, and Grace for Grace receive, 
But he who dares without his Maker boaſt, 
And trades for Pleaſures from a foreign Coaſt, 
Shall loſe his Joys, and in Himſelf ſhall find 
{ Eternal Furies to diſtratt his Mind. 
'! |: No Goodneſs then to thy vile Self aſcribe, 
* No real Vertues to the Mortal Tribe. 
/ But all to me from whom all Bleſſings flow, 530 
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Who all demand becauſe I all beſtow, (ſhow. 
" That ALL my Bounty might with grateful Praiſes 
bp This Holy Truth puts Self-conceit to flight ; 
TY ! ! And,when the SouPs adorn'd with Heavenly Light, 
* And Heavenly Love, no pining Envy there, 
No narrow Thoughts, no little Loves appear ; 
Ethereal Flames can ſoon thoſe Damps controul, 
And with exalted Thoughts enlarge the Soul. 
If then Thou'rt truly Wiſe, thy Joys will be 
Thy Hopes, thy Confidence in Me; to Me eg 
© A!) Praiſe, all Honour's due thro vaſt Eternity, 


X, 
Thy Service is perfeft Freedom. 


Believer, 


Once more to my Redeemer ſpeak, 

To thee my God, my King, my Love, 
Who dwells Inviſible above ! 
With Thee what treaſur'd Sweets appear 
For all the Sons of Heavenly Fear ; 
For all poſſeſt by powerful Love, 
For all who faithful Servants prove ; 
Ineffable to that pure Mind $59 
To meditate on Thee reſign'd; 
How great's thy Goodneſs Lord to Me, 
Which when I was not, made mie Be, 
Reduc'd me when I us'd to rove, 

And taught me Service,and enjoin'd me Love! 


O Spring of boundleſs Love ! to Thee 
What ſhould my Humble Language be! 
Can I forget Thee, Lord? When 1 

Was loſt in Woes, and left to die, 

Thy Pify found and raigd me more 566 
Than my own ſwelling Thoughts before; 
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Was wondrous Gracious, wondrous kind, 
When Hell and Sin enſlav'd my Mind. 
What ſhould my grateful Offering be 

But to renounce the World for Thee ? 
To lay, my ſelf beneath thy Feet, 

And count thy hardeſt Service ſweet ? 

I'st much if I my Service pay 

Where all the World around obey ? 

No: But it*s Great, it's Glorious ſure 579 
That I a Wretch, forlorn and Poor, 
Should in thy Houſe Admiſſion gain, 


And Portions with thy happy Sons obtain. 


See Lord, how I,. tho wholly Thine, 

Yet gain, ſince Thou thy ſelf art Mine, 
Seas, Earth and Heaven. thy Word obey, 
And all to Me their Tributes pay ; 

Nay thy Superiour Angels too 

Weak Me with guarding Cares purſue : 
Nay Thou thy Self, my God, my Lord, 
Couldſt to the Rui'd Aids afford, F581 
A Man for wretched Man could(t be, 


And asa Ranſom give thy Self for Me. 


What ſhall I thenreturn to Thee, 
Dear God, for all thy Loves to me ? 
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O could I ſerve Thee all my Days ! 

O could I worthy Trophies raiſe 

To thy Immortal Name, and prove 

The utmoſt Force of grateful Love ! 
Thou art my Lord, thy Servant I, 599 
To Theel all my Tolls apply, 

To Thee unceaſing Praiſes ſing, 

To Thee my Strength an Offering bring, 
To Thee my longing Wiſhes fly, 

O from thy Self,Dear Lord,my Wants ſupply, 


Great is his Honour, great his Praiſe, ' 
Who All beneath thy Footſtool lays, 
And with a chearful Air can quit 

The World, and to thy Yoke ſubmit ; 
When wean'd from Fugitive Delights, 


And all thoſe Joys the World excites; 60! F 


When from his /inful Self reclaim'd, 
And with ſuperior Loves enflam'd, 
Thy Spirit ſweeter Joys ſhall give, 
And always in his Boſom live; 

Then, tho in narrow Paths He move, 
And all the Straits of Vertue prove, 
His Soul at Liberty ſhall fly, 

And paſs the utmoſt Barriers of the Sky. 


Dear 


0 <9 k 


\ 


[i 
l 


l 


x 


ly, 


60! 


* 0 i dog $1 aradi” 


Book Il. Pattern paraphras'd. 129 


Dear Slavery ! Delightful Chains! 610 
Where Man his largeſt Raunge obtains ; 
Lives free from all the Weights of Sin, 
And Holy, and at eaſe within. 
O happy State ! O charming {weet, 
Where Men with chearful Angels mect, 
Where Man an Angel's Work may do, 
And Man becomes an Angel too ! 
Dear happy State ! God's pleaſing Sight ! 
HelPs Terror,and the Saints Delight! 61g 
Bleſt Chains to be with Smiles embrac't ! 
Bleſt Chains with Gems of Glory grac't, 
Which bring Eternal Bleſſings down, 

And all our inward Joys with endleG Honours 

Crown. 


XI. 


Watch and be [c-r 


Chriſt, 
ET, Son! there's yct a miglity Task behind, 
And many Rules have ſlipt thy wandring Miad, 


\ 
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Def 


bel. What, Lord, are They ? Chr. That all thy fond 
Delires 
Should gladly bend to what my Will requires ; 
That 
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And to Obedience all thy Thoughts apply. 
Ambitions Dreams rourze thy aſpiring Soul, 
Thy lazy Thoughts ambitious Dreams DR 
Yet think! Does thy Ambition only glow 
With Heavenly Love," or Love of Self below ? 
If I inflame Thee, thy obſequious Mind 

Will always be to my Decrees reſign'd 

If vain Self-Zove, the Plague prevails within, 
And all thy Paſlions are enſlav'd todamning Sin. 


That Thou thy Self and ſelfiſh Love deny, | 
M 
k 


*} 


Then ne*re be fond of ſudden Heats, nor thoſe 
Too freely on thy yielding Heart impoſe : 
Conſult me firſt, leſt Penitence, too late, 64 
Thy Raptures ſhould to dark Deſpair tranſlate. 
Ambitious Zeal may ſeem divinely rais'd, | 
But ſhonld, when well conlider'd firſt, be prais'd. {8 
Nor ſhould thoſe Ardours be rejected quite, 7 
Since I ſometimes thoſe ſpreading Flames excite: i 
But ſtill the Spirit to the Seer ſhould yield, | 

} 


And Extaſy to Reaſon quit the Field, 
[eſt Madneſs ſhould the fiery Soul ſurprize, 


Or Scandals from ungovern'd Fervours riſe, | 
Orc Thou deſpair when All thy bold Prerence 6507. 
deſpiſe. Wh, 


Yet © 
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Yet ſometimes holy Violence may controul 

3 The brutiſh Paſſions of the Senſual Soul ; 

gf Slight the Remonſtrances of Fieſh and Blood, 

3 And only make its own Dominion good ; 

| The Rebel to a juſt SubjeFion bring, 

7 And make the Spirit reign a Saver: eign King ; 

3 Chaſtiſe the ſtubborn Soul, till mace 'd 

3 It lays its Vanity, and veils its Pride, 

And in 4 little can Contentment find, 659 
To all the ſharpeſt Pains of Heavenly Lite reſign'd. 


es 
« 
L 


M | XII. 


In your Patience poſſeſs ye your Souls. 


Wicver. T laſt, my God! at laſt I ſee, 


9, 
Since Happieſt Lives perplex'd may 
ite: How needful Patience 1s for me. (be, 


For, tho I Peace alone purſuc, 
Rough Broils and Wars are all in view, 
And all my Days difturb'd and few. 


6507. True, Son ! then never dream of Peace, 
Where every Croſs and every Pain may ceaſe. 

ye uePeace with Tr ibulation may reſide, 

And ne'r be loſt, tho fiercely try'd. 679 

R 2 Thou 
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Thou think'ft it's hard to ſuffer here, 
But canſt thou Hell's Eternal Torrures bear ? ! 
Wouldſt thou from Hell's Eternal Tortures fly * - Þ ! 
Then learn to bear an angry Sky. 


Among the ſofteſt Fools enquire, 
They too on Earth have ſometimes felt the Fire, 
(Perhaps with Pleaſures mixt ;) ſo roll in Sin, 
And never feel Remorſe within. 


They*d fatiate all their wild Deſires, |? 
But Ah! how ſoon the fading Sweet expires ! 6 
As Clouds of Smoak in looſe Diſperſion fly, | 
So all the Sons of Pleaſure die. 


No Mark of all their Joys remains, 

' Their Lives are rack*d with never-ceaſi ing Pain 
Thoſe Toys in which they fix ſupream Delight, Þ 
Thoſe very Toys their Pains excite. Þ 


So wiſely God's Decrees are laid, (ma 
That where the World has wretched Captil 
That very World ſhould have a poiſonous Sting 
And Sorrows and Confuſions bring. 


4 
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Like Ruſſian Bears for Honey, They 
Their Souls in pawn for bitter Sweets can lay. 
But Thou, my Son, thy native Luſts ſubdue, 
And ſelf-denying Ways purſue. 


Delight in God thy Lord, and He 
Will give the Wiſhes of thy Heart to Thee. 
Wouldſt Thou have Comfort ? have ſincere De- 
Lo thy thirſty Soul invite. (light ? 


Give ore this paltry World, and all 69g 
W hich here fond Men their Sweets,theirComforts call; 
So Bleſlings ſhall thy Heart, thy Head ſurround, 

With inexhauſted Favours crown'd. 

(low, 

The more Thou'rt wean'd from Earth be- 
The more, the ſweeter ſtill my Comforts floy : 
But ere the Race be gain'd, the Battel won, ® 

Thowlt thro a thouſand Dangers run, 


Ill Habits, Fleſh, the Prince of Hell 
With utmoſt Force will ſtruggling Grace repel: 
But Prayer and Zeal, and grounded Vertue may 
The furious Oppoſition lay, 710 
And lawful Induſtry obſtru& their fatal Sway. 
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XIH. 
Let this Mind be in you, which was alſo in 


Chriſt Teſus, 


Chriſt. 
Y Son ! who e're rejedts my lightſom Yoke, 
Who e're would his Obedience vow*d re- 
Rejeccs my Grace, and real Good mult loſe, (VOkt, 
While He his own fantaſtic Dreams purſues. 
Who e're unfreely to his Paſtor bends, (ſends, 
That Guide whom God with Heaven's Commiſſion 
He'll {till indulge his Luſts, and murmur ſtill, 
And kick againſt his great Creator's Will. 
Then ſwiftly to thy lawful Teachers yield, 72 
If o're thy ſelf thow'dſt win the glorious Field : 
For Foreign Foes to better Terms will come, 
When Rejels once are throughly quelPd at Home. 
If is a deadly Foe, when Self preſumes, 
And Rebel-Arms againſt the Mind aſſumes, 
That Self then with a juſt Contempt deſpiſe, 
If thow'dſt victorious o're the ſtubborn Inmate riſe. 


Thou quak'ſt to hear of juſt Obedience ; why ? 
Becauſe that Self, thy darling Self is by. 

Ist then ſo much when Duſt and Nothing can 73' 
For God's dear ſake ſubmit to Godlike Man ? 


Re Ye 
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YetI, the mighty God, the Lord of All (Ball, 

Whoſe Word from Nothing ſpoke this pondrous 

I ſtoop'd to Earth, aſlun'd interiour Mould, 

And for thy ſake my ſelf to Sufferings ſold ; 

That thou might'{t humble thy advancing Pride, 
| 1likeaSlave abusd, affronted, dy'd. (Clay ! 
Learn then vile Duſt ! learn wretched mouldripg 

Thy Head beneath the meaneſt Foooſteps lay. 
Learn, learn at laſt to break thy ſtubborn Will, 
And of a Subject all the pious Parts fulfil. 741 


Let Zeal againſt thy ſelf enflame Thee more 
Than all thy furious Paſſions could before; 
Bow to the meanelt Slave ; let Beggars be 
Superiour in thy own Eſteem to Thee. (plain ? 
Wouldſt Thou, vain Duſt, of harſh Aﬀronts com- 
How oft haſt thou deſerv*d Eternal Pain ? 
How oft haſt thou affronted Him, whoſe Hand 
Could Heaven and Hell to juſt Revenge command ? 
My Eye yet ſpar*d Thee, that thy felt might ſee 
How dear thy SouPs Salvation was to Me. 751 
| That Thou my treaſur'd Love mightſt throughly 
, know, | 
 Þ Thy grateful Heart and Lips with Praiſes flow ; 
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That Thou mightſt Favour in Obedience find, , 


Be always to the Hand of Heaven reſign'd, 
And to a Self-contempt reduce thy Humble Mind. Þ , 


XIV. 


How unſearchable are his Judgments, and his 


Mays paſt finding ont ! 


Believcy. FN me, bleſt God, thy Thunders break, 


And Terror all thy Judgments ſpeak; 
- My Soul the dreadful Cracks confound, 

My trembling Bones the diſmal Sound. 76* 
Aſtoniſh'd, Deareſt Lord, I ſee 

The Heavens themſelves impure to Thee; 
Since Angels Sins were puniſh'd there, 

How foul muſt wretched I appear ? 

Thoſe Stars from Heaven thy Vengeanct 
And what can ſinful Aſhes do ? (thre, 
Thoſe, once who made a glittering ſhow 
On Earth, now fink to Pains below; 

And thoſe who Angels Bread could eat, 
Would now be glad of Husks for Meat. 77 


All our pleaſing Attions, we 
All our Good receive from Thee, 


(s 
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If thy Hand the Veſſel ſteer 

Wile our happy Cares appear ; 

If the Helm thy Mercy quir, 

We to Seas and Storms ſubmit. 

All our Courage, Lord, we own 
From thy Hand deſcends alone; 
Only then our Hearts are ſure, 
When by thy Defence ſecure ; 780 
But our Guards in vain we keep, 
If thy Eyelids cloſe to ſleep. 

Left, alas! We ſink, we periſh ; 
But our Lives thy Favours cheriſh ; 
Cold, Unſtable, Wretched We 
Are confirm'd and warn'"d by Thee. 


O then how mean and low 

I to my ſelf ſhould ſhow ! 
What Good in Me may ſeem, 
How little worth eſteem |! 790 
But O! what Gloom around 
Thy Judgments, Lord, is found ! 
With what Submiſſions I 
Before thy Feet ſhould lie ! 
Since to my Self I there 

Poor Nothing, Lord, appear ! 
O Weight unmeaſurable ! 

O Deeps unnavigable ! 


Where 
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Where I can Nothing find 
Of Ae but Shade and Wind. 899 
Where's then my ſecret Pride ? 
How can my Heart confide 
In poor fantaſtick Dreams 
Of Vertues native Beams, 
Since all my Glories, toſt 
On Judgment's Seas, are loſt ? 


C 


Lord in thy Sight 
What Toys are we ? 
How vain, how light, 
Compar*d with Thee ? 810 
Shall Duſt invade 
The Scorners Chair ? 
With Him who made 
Himſelf compare ? 
He bears no part 
With fancy'd Wits, 
Whoſe humble Heart 
To God ſubmits. 
He'll all the Pride 
Of Earth refuſe, 825 
Whom Vertues guide, 
And Truth ſubdues. 
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He can't Mens vain 
Applauſe endure, 

Whoſe Hopes remain 
In God ſecure. 

For Thoſe who praiſe 
Are Nothings found, 

And only raiſe 
An empty Sound ; 830 

Their Words are blown 
To Fairy Lands, 

And Truth alone 
Eternal ſtands. 


XV. 
Te ought to ſay, If the Lord Will. 


Chrift. ' (clare; 
HUS then, my Son, thy humble Thoughts de. 
Lord, if it pleaſe Thee, grant thy Servants 
Prayer ! 
Lord, if my Aftion may thy Praiſe proclaim, 
O bleſs it with thy own auſpicious Name ! 
Lord, if it uſeful, or expedient be, 
O for thy Glory bleſs thy Works to Me ! 840 


But 
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But if They burtful to my Soul may prove, , x: 
Or won't my happy future State improve, 
From Me ſuch fond Deſires, Dear Lord, remove ! \ 


Tho right and good to me my Thoughts appear, O 
They maymn't the Spirit's ſacred Impreſs bear ; 

And if from Spirits Good or Bad they flow, 

For Men it's hard, it's very hard to know: (ring, Þ® 8 
Nay ſometimes Fleſh and Blood their Dreams may 
Andeager Hopes from ſwelling Luſts may ſpring; 

So oft deceiv'd we think thoſe Flames Divine, 850 


Which only with a faint inferiour Luſtre ſhine. 


If then ſome lovely Object ſtrike thy Soul, 

With pious Cares and humble Fears controul 

Thy eager Wiſhes, and thy All reſign 

To th' firm Decrees of Providence Divine. 

Say 3 Lord, Thou knoweſt alone whats beſt for Me ; 

May all my Works receive their Turn from Thee ! 

What, when, how much thou wilt, Dear Father, give, 

While I beneath thy Wiſe Dire@ions live ! 

O do thy Pleaſure with Me, make Me ſtill 860 

Advance thy Glory, and obſerve thy Will ! 

O guide Me, fix Me by thy powerful Hand, 

And Me at large in all Eſtates command ! 

Thy Hand now bolds Me ;, lead Me, turn Me round ; 

But let Me ſtill in Holy Paths be found ! 
| Lo 
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Lo I thy Servant here prepar'd and free, 
Nor would I live, Lord, to my Self, but Thee. 
'o may my Heart and Tongue in Heavenly Praiſe agree. ) 


The Prayer. 


Believer. PO me, O tender Jeſus, give 
Thy Grace within my Heart to live, 


That it may all my Fears ſurvive ! $51 


Lord, guide my Wiſhes, guide my Will ! 
O make them ſeek thy pleaſure ſtill, 
And gladly thy Commands fulk1 ! 


» 
O let my Pleaſure, Lord, be thine ; 
To follow Thee my Thoughts incline, 
And to thy ſacred Laws confine ! 


What e're I wiſh, what e're refuſe, 
Let Me thy ſacred Book peruſe, 
And all by thy Directions chuſe * 889 


Lord, make Me die to things below ; 
And thro' Negle& and Scorns to go 
For what thy wondrous Loves beſtow. 


In Thee let all my Wiſhes reſt ! 
Let happy Peace poſſeſs my Breaſt, 
With thy ſupporting Favours bleſt ! 


On 
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On Thee my Dovelike Soul relies ; 
But when it out at random flies, 
It only Floods and Storms deſcries; 


In Thee, O only Good ! in Thee 890 
My eaſy fearleſs Thoughts ſhall be, 
Bleſt with immenſe Security. 


XVI. 


He alone comforts Us in all our Tribulations 


Believer.y ORD, while Here, my Expetations 


Ne're pretend to Conſolations ; 

Endleſs Comforts, endleſs Bliſſes 

Oft engage my purer Wiſhes : 

But on Earth I ne*re ſhall find them, 

But on Earth I ne*re deſign'd them. 

All the Joys of Earth poſſeſſing, 

I ſhould quickly loſe the Bleſling ; 990 
Look, my Soul, then, look above Thee, 
Let no common Pleaſures move Thee ! 
God alone has Conſolation ; 

He's the Poors, and thy Salvation. 
Wait my Soul a while, expett it, 
He who promis'd won't neglet it, 
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But abundant Bleſſings ſend Thee, 

And with flowing Sweets attend Thee. 

If thy ſickly craving Fancy 

Would to Earthly Joys advance Thee, 910 
They'l at laſt, alas ! deceive Thee, 

And Diviner Favours leave Thee. 

Uſe the World, but uſe't in meaſure, 
Graſping ſtill at endleſs Treaſure. 

Slight the fawning Fairs Careſles, 

Since ordain'd for greater Bliſles. 

All created Pleaſures flowing, 

And their ſofteſt Charms beſtowing 

On Thee, ne're could ſatisfy Thee, 

But ſuperionr Joys would fly Thee. 920 
God alone, who made, can bleſs Thee, 
And with true Delights polleſs Thee ; 

Not with thoſe the World admires, 

Nor what Folly mov'd delires, 

But what faithful Souls delight in, 

Pleaſures pure, and Sweets inviting 3 

Joys the cleaneſt Hearts actending, 

While in Heavenly Flights aſcending. 

Short and vain are worldly Pleaſures, 

Fixt and ſure Celeſtial Treaſures. 939 
Feſus tooattends the Motions 
Of the pious Sonl's Devotions, 
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And with Comforts romnd fecures Him, 
And of endleſs Life affares Him. 


Feſus, Deareſt Lord, defend Me, 

And with guarding Flames attend Me ! 

And when Humane Comforts fail Me, 

Let no dark Deſpair aſlail Me, 

But thy boundleſs Goodneſs guide Me, 

And reward Me when t” has try'd Me: 946 
| For thy Mercy fails us never, 

And thy Anger burns not eyer. 


XVII, 
Caſting all your Care upon Him, for he 
careth for Yon, 
| Chy 


Chriſt. 
| Y Son, complain not, murmur not, if I 
| With Thee the Methods of my Wiſdom try, 
I who alone thy utmoſt Wants deſcry. 
Thou think'ſt as en would think, as ſenſleſs Fools wot 
elit 


Brought up in Reaſons long Corrupted Schools, 
Strangers to Faith, and Hells uneaſy Tools, 


Believer. Truth Lord ! thy Cares are more for Me 
Than Mine, tho for my Sclf, could be; 95% 
| And 
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And He muſt ſtand but weakly ſure, 


Whoſe Faith can't reſt in Thee ſecure. 


Lord, make my Will ſubſcribe to Thee, 


And aQt thy Pleaſure then with Me; 
For all thy Management will prove 
TH Effect of Goodneſs and of Love. 
If thou in Darkneſs chain me, Lord, 
Thy Goodneſs I'll with Praiſe record : 
It Thou with Light my Soul enflame, 
1 ſing to thy Illuſtrious Name : 

If Thou my Heart with Comforts fill, 
II till adore and praiſe Thee ſtill : 

It laid in gloomy Dungeons low, 


969 


(flow. 


My Lips ſhall ſtill with thy Immortal Praiſes 


| Clyit. It's all thy Duty, Son ! The pious Mind 


Muſt always be to Providence reſign'd : 


And Sufferings welcome there asJoys mult be, 
j And Wealth no more admir'd than flighted 


Poverty. 


Rliev. For Thee, Dear Lord ! I'll gladly bear 


W hat ere thy Diſpenſations are. 
Let Good or Bad, let Sharp or Svweet, 
Let Joys or Griets around Me mect ; 


979 
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The Dole thy Gracious Hand ſhall leave 
For Me, I'll ſtill with Thanks receive. 
From Sins, Dear Saviour, keep Me clear, 
And I nor Death nor Hell can fear ; 
O don't for ever Me diſclaim, 
Nor from thy Book deface my Name : 
Thea let a thouſand Sorrows fall 

On Me, with Patience I'll ſupport them all, 989 


XVIII. 


Thro* many Tribulations ye muſt enter into the 
Kjngaow of Heaven, 


Chriſt. 
Y Son, to ſave Thee when I left the Skies, 
I conld a mighty Maſs of Woes deſpiſe ; 
Freely I came from thoſe bleſt Seats above, 
Unforc'd by Power, tho conſtrain'd by Love, 
That Thou might'it with ſubmiſſive Patience go 
Thro' all the Miſeries of Life below. 
From my firſt Birth, till on the Croſs I dy'd, 
I {ſtill continued on the ſuffering ſide ; 
Great Wants and Curſes loud and great I bore, 
The Sinner's Follies, and the Scorner's Store; 99: 
With baſe Ingratitude for Kindneſs I 
Was paid, for Miracles with Blaſphemy : 
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I preach'd the Truth, but, Ah too rarely moy'd 
The ſinful Soul, but was for ſacred Truth reproy'd. 


Believ. Since Patience, Lord, thy PraQtice ſway'd 


? 
And all thy Father's Rules obey'd, 


How humbly, Lord, ſhould I fulfil, 

A ſinful Wretch, thy gracious Will ? 

With what Submiſſions undergo 

The Pains of eaſeleſs Life below ? 1000 
_ Tho Life's unwieldy Load oppreſs, 

Thy Grace, Lord, makes the Burden leſs ; 
And He who can thy Footſteps trace, 

May with thy Saints obtain the Race. 

What ſtrange Obſcurities of Old 

Did thy peculiar Flock enfold, 

When Jewith Bounds thy Church confi*d, 
And few to Heavenly Joys enclin'd ! 

Yet then thy Blood their Bliſs procur'd, 
Thy ſaving Death their Lives enſur'd, 1010 
Elſe on the Gloom of Sufferings tolk, 

They'd been in Woes Eternal Mazes loſt. 


To Thee what Praiſe then ſhould We pay, 
Who ſhow'ſt the Good, the Perfet Way, 
Whence I, and all thy faithful Seed 
May to Eternal Joys proceed ? 

”. Thy 
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Thy bleſt Example ſhows the Way ; 
And He who follows Patience, may 
With Thee, our Lord, our Head, appear, 
And Crowns of endleſs Glories wear. 1020 
Thy teaching, thy preceding Light 
Alone could backward Souls excite, 
Whoelſe a fatal Courſe had run, 
By their own wandring Thoughts undone. 
Thy Miracles, thy Words Divine 
Could ſcarce our lazy Hearts incline ; 
But whither, whither had we gone, 

Had not thy ſaving Beams before our Footſteps ſhone! 


XIX. S 
He endur'd the C roſs, deſpiſing the Shame, , 


Chriſt. 
IVE o're Complaints, my Son; give o're 
= Thoſe deep-drawn Sighs, thoſe flowing 
Tears; 1030 
Think what for Thee thy dear Redeemer bore, 
Think what the dying Martyr bears ! 
Think what a Flood 
Of ſacred Blood, 
Think what a Sea of Crimſon Gore T\ 
From Me, from all my dying Servants flow'd ; 3 


Fc 
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Yet Thine ſtill ſafely fills thy Purple Veins, 

While We endur'd a thouſand Pains, 

Strongly tempted, deeply wounded, 
And with Heaps of Woes ſurrounded. 

Weigh well theſe mighty Sufferings, then compare 

Thy own with their prodigious Share z 1042 
Bluſh, if Impatience ſwell thy thoughtful Breaſt, 

When with ſo ſmall a Burden prelt : 
Nay look for more; that, if a Storm ſhould riſe, 
No ſtubborn Murmurs may thy Heart ſurprize. 

The more thy Soul to Heav*n reſigns, 

The more thy ſacred Wiſdom ſhines. 

By Uſe the Burden lighter proves ; 
Say not, Had nobler Hands the Wounds beftow?d, 1050 
No mean diſgrace from nobler Hands bad flow'd ; 

But all my Spleen and Anger moves, 

To ſee a baſe ungrateful Slave 

His BenefaGor's Paſſions brave; 

An unoblig'd, a great Man's Scorn 

I bad without Reluftance born, 

But here I Pardon crave. Crows 
Fond ſenfleſs Thoughts ! Where heavenly Patience 
\ It no ſuch nice Diſtinfon knows ; 

Ne're values Men nor Injuries, 1060 

-* . . But lifts its humble Eyes (Prize. 
To Him whoſe glorious Hand beſtows the Victor's 
| L 3 Talk 
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Talk not of. Patience, if thy Hand muſt chooſe 
Thy Burden, or the Weight refuſe; 
Patience regards not What nor Who 
An Injury may do, 
But to the ſacred Exerciſe ſubmits; 
And eaſy under every Trial fits. 
It the Creator, not the Creature views, 
And with ſubmiſſive Eyes purſues 1070 
Its Maker's Hand, and can repoſe 
On what its aker's Hand beſtows. 
He knows, ſmall Sufferings for his Maſter*s Name 
A vaſt Reward may claim, Mi 
Not to Deſerts by Juſtice paid, 
But by free Goodneſs down to bumble Hearts convey'd. 
Up then ! for Wars prepare, 
If Thou the Crown wouldſt wear ! 
Patience, if unfading found, 
Patience may at laſt be crown'd. 1cbo Þ Be 
It thou manly Deeds purſue, 
The Promiſe is to Sufferers due, 
Reſt by Labour is obtain'd, . 
And Vidtory by Fighting gain'd, 


. Believer, ' 
Help then, O,help Mg, Lord, by powefl a 
Impoſſibilities Pt bk. F 
"has 
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Thou know®ſt my Weakneſs, Lord, how ſoon 


Muſt bring Salvation ſure and Happineſs to me. 


Miſerable, and Poor, and Blind, and Naked. 


Believ. 


Impoſſibility's no more, 
When Grace has filFd the Heart before. 


My Hope, my Strength, my Vigor*s done. 
Little, TI little can perform 1091 
To ſtem the Tide, or face the Storm. 

O touch my Soul with Heavenly Love ! 

Till ſoaring tow'rd thoſe Joys above, 
Afiictions I with Scorn may view, 

And ſtill a ſteady Courſe purſue. 

To ſuffer, Lord, a while for Thee, 


XX. 


Ord, to Thee [ll now confeſs 
All my own Unrighteouſneſs ; 1100 

All my own Infirmity 
Ill acknowledg,. Lord, to Thee. 
Oft Pm griev?d, and oft dejeted, 
When with ſmalleſt Pains affected : 
Oft a brave Reſolve I take ; 
But the leaſt Temptations ſhake 


L 4 
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All my Courage, and confound Me, 
When thoſe Common Straits ſi -round Me. 
Sometimes from the meaneſt Cauſe 

Hell a' frong Temptation draws. i110 ' 
When a ſudden Blaſt o*rethrows Me, 

And from all Aſſurance blows Me. 

See my Wretchedneſs, and ſee, 

Lord, what Weakneſs reigns in Me ! 

Save Me, ſnatch Me from the Deep, 

Leſt I there for ever ſleep ! 

Moſt this grieves Me, moſt it wounds Me, 

That my Luſt fo ſoon confounds Me 3 

Tho my Soul be ne're conſenting, 

Yet the Labours of preventing 1129 

Too uneaſy make my Life, 

Wearied with the conſtant Strife. 

Plainer ſtill my Frailties ſhow, 

While corrupted Notions flow 

Faſt upon my Mind, but prove ( 

Tediovs, grievous to remove. 

Deareſt Lover, Lord ! of Souls, 

Whoſe Almighty Power controuls F 
All above and all below, 
Pity on thy Slave beſtow ! 1130 

A1ll my Toils and Labours view, 

And with aiding Grace purſue ! 


LaASg ei. ou 
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Fill Me with Celeſtial Strength, 

Leſt rebellious Fleſh at length 

Orre my fainting Mind prevail, 

And my inward Wiſdom fail. 
Tedious Wars may fatal be, 

And betray my ſelf to Me. 

What a wretched Life is This, 
Where we ne're can Sorrows miſs ? 1140 
Where Perplexities and Woes, 
Crafty Friends and mighty Foes 
All my Steps around encloſe, 


Some departing, more approaching, 
And the Tempter more encroaching, 
Sorrows ſtill on Sorrows ride 

With a diſmal pompous Pride, 

Like the Figye on the Tide. 


O who can love a Life diſtracted ſo, 
All whoſe Streams with Wormwood flow, 

- Filld with Trouble, bankt with Woe ? 1151 
How's that true Life which Death, and Plagues 
Yet how great a Number rates 
All thoſe Cares as Delicates ! 


(creates ? 


They'1 
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They'l cry, The World ts falſe, the World is vain, 
And yet from it can't refrain ; 
Luſt will ſtill the Field maintain. 
The World to Us our fleſhly Luſt commends, 
That our Pride of Life pretends, 
That our greedy Eye defends : 1160 
But when we think of Griefs, and think of Pains, 
Griping Miſchiefs, weighty Chains, 
Hatred then triumphant reigns. 
A vitiated Taſt the Mind deceives, 
And ſo falſe a Guſto leaves, 
As for Honey Gall receives, 
God then the 34nd can neither taſte nor ſee, 
Nor how Sweet or Gracious He, 
Nor how pleaſant Truth may be. 

But thoſe who throughly can the World deſpiſe, 
To their Maker only Wiſe, 1171 
Love their Heavenly Exerciſe : (enſur'd, 

They know thoſe Sweets to well-purgd Minds 
And of Inferiour Longings curd, 


Live from the World's falſe Snares, and 'wheedling 


Arts ſecur'd. 


XXI, 


| Be 
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XXI. 


And now, Lord, what is my Hope ? truly my Hope 
is even in Thee. 


Believ. E my Soul of Peace poſſeſt, 
On thy Dear Redeemer's Breaſt, 
He's the Saints Eternal Reſt, 


Deareſt, Sweeteſt Feſus, ſtore 
Me with Love, to love thee more 1180 
Than I could the World before ! 


Make Me love Thee more than Feature, 
More than all the Pride of Nature 
In the faireſt, ſofteſt Creature! 


| More than Honour, more than Glaxy, 
More than boundleſs Territory, 
Or a Mighty Name in Story ! 


More than Subtilty or Parts, 
More than Riches, or than Arts, 
Or the Joys a World imparts ! 
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Make Me love Thee more than Fame, 
Or the loudeſt ſounding Name, 
Or than Comforts Heavenly Flame ! 


More than all thoſe treaſur*d Sweets 
Hope in eyery Promiſe meets, 
When it dawning Glory greets ! 


More than Merits or Delire, 
Or than thy Superiour Fire 
Can with all its Beams inſpire ! 


More than Pleaſure, more than Gladneſs, 
Or a Mind when purg'd from Sadneſs, 1201 
Extaſy'd to Holy Madneſs ! 


More than Captain Angels, more 
Than thoſe Spirits which before 
Thy All-glorious Throne adore !: 


More than I believe or ſee, 
More than all on Earth can be, 
Which, my God, which is not Tvee ! 


Thou 
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10l! 


Thou, my Lord, my God, art bleſt ; 
Goodneſs centers in thy Breaſt : 1210 
God moſt High, and moſt Puiſſant, 

God moſt full and Allſufficient ; 

Sweetelt, Kindeſt, Faireſt, Loving, 

And thy Kindneſs ſtill improving z 

All that's Good and Perfe&, we 

Can at once diſcern in Thee. 

All thy nobleſt Gifts and Light 

Moye me not, nor c're excite 

My faint Wiſhes, only Thee, 

Lord, I pant and long to ſee. 1220 
O my Heart can never reſt 

Satisfy*d within my Breaſt, 

Till my Thoughts above can riſe, 

All created Joys deſpiſe, 

Far above all Bleſſings ſoar, 

And with Thee thy Self adore. 


Feſus, O my Love, my Spouſe, 
Lord of pureſt, chaſteſt Vows, 
To Whom humble Nature bows. 


O who!l give ſwift Wings to Me, 1230 
That I might, from Fetters free, 
Fly to Heaven, and reſt with Thee / 


When 
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When, O when, Lord, ſhall my Heart 
Gain in Thee, my Love, a Part, 
And diſcern how ſweet thou art ! 


When ſhall I from Sins at leiſure, 
And poſleſt with ſacred Pleaſure, 
Long and Love beyond all Meaſure ! 


Oft I ſigh, and oft I groan, 
Much my Suffering, loud my Moan 12.49 
In this Vale of Tears alone, 


Oft diſturb'd, diſtracted I, 
Hindred, clouded, fetter'd ly, 
And can't to thy Embraces fly. 


Let my Sighs, my Groanings move Thee, 
Tho diſtreſt on Earth, I love Thee ; 
Let my Sighs and Groanings move Thee ! 


Jeſus, O Eternal Light! 


With Immortal Glories bright ! 
Comfort of the wandring Soul ! 1250 


Tho 
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Tho my Language Silence be, 
Silence can be heard by Thee, 

While I thus my ſelf condole: 

O how long, how long, Dear Lord, 
IWhen wilt thou one Smile afford 

To thy poor negleFed Slave ! 
Send thy Hand, O ſend thy Power, 
Save me from the dreadful Hour ! 

From the gloomy diſmal Grave ! 

Fly, O fly, my God to me, 1260 
All my Joys are fixt in Thee ; 

But without Thee Days and Hours 
Only hang their drooping Wings, 
While my cheerful Table ſings, 

Furniſh'd by thy kinder Powers. 
Wretched, tangled, hopeleſs 1 
In a gloomy Priſon lie, 

* Till thy Beams of Light Divine 
From this Bondage ſet me free, 
And thy Countenance on Me 1279 

With reviving Honours ſhine. 


Let others other Joys admire, 
Thov, Lord, art all my Heart's Deſire 


Thoy, 


a 
FT 
: 
: 
, 
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Thou, Lord, alone catiſt pleaſe tie here, 
My God, my Hope, my Safety dear ! 
P11 ne're be ſilent, never ceaſe, _ 


But to thy Throne my Prayers addrefs,Cpeace; 
Till to my Soul Thou ſpeak*ſt theſe Words of 


Chriſt. 

(Lo bere am I ! Dear Soul, I come to Thee, 
Since Thou baſt calld ſo much, ſo long to Me, 1280 
Thy Contrite Humble Heart, thy Prayers and Tears ) 
Broke thro the Clouds, and reach*d my Sacred Ears, 
And to aſſiſt Thee, lo ! thy God appears. ) 

And till reviving 1 

Can thus in Heart reply ; 


Dr = gw 


O01 


Lord 


Believer. 

Lord, I have call d and long®d for Thee, 
Prepar d to quit the World below, 
Since firſt thy Favours ſhin'd on Me, 

And mov'd my Heat, before too ſlow. | 
I'll ſeek thee ſoon ;, O bleſt, O prais'd 1299 

For ever be my God, my Lord ! T 
Who for bis Slave Aſſitance rais'd, T 

And would bis Mercys Helps afford! 


What T] 
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What more, Lord, can thy Servant ſay, 
But humbly at thy Footſtool lay 

Himſelf, His Miſery, and conteſs 

His Sins and native Wretchedneſ ! 

tor Nothing, Nothing like to Thee 

Can all Created Nature ſee. 

O Thou thy Father's Wiſdom ! may t 300 
The World to Thee their Praiſes pay ! 

O may my Lips, my Soul, my All, 

On Thee with conſtant Praiſes call ; 
While all the wide Creation vies 

) WTo raiſe thy Sacred Name above the lofty Skies ! 


. XXII. 


Lord, I remembred Thee upon my Bed, and thought 
on T hee when I was waking ! 


Believer, 
Ord, by thy Laws my Heartenlarge! 
O teach Me by thy Rules to move; 
h By thy Commands my Senſe improve, 
That 1 may know therr weighty Charge ! 
That I with reverent Induſtry 1310 
May all thy gracious AQs recal, 
Expreſs a grateful Heart for all 
hat} That nobleſt Sacrifice to Thee ! 
M 
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Yet when Pve done my Beſt, I know 
My Thanks thy Favours can't repay, 
My Merits claim one ſmiling Ray, 

Since Thou'rt fo bigh, and1 fo low. 

The Charming Face, the Prudent Mind, 
Inward and outward Graces all 
From thy extended Bounties fall, 132: 

And prove our mighty Maker kind. I 

Ten Talents ſome perhaps may gain, 

Some only Two, and ſome but One ; 
But all Pretence to Pride is gone, 

Since All to Thee for Al retain. 

Thoſe Odds, no Mines of native Grace, 

But thy diſcerning Goodneſs made ; 

And Favours there are kindly laid, 

Where Gratitude aſſumes the Place. 

That Man, who can Himſelf deſpiſe, 133: 
And all his ſecret Frailties know, 

And from his Knowledg humbler grow, 

May ſtill to greater Favours riſe. 

Nor ſhould the meaneſt gifted Mind 
Diſorder'd or dejeted mourn, 
With Anger or with Envy burn ; 

But ground for grateful Praiſes find. 


—W— 


— 
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He'd thy impartial Hand adore, 
Thy Goodneſs and thy Mercy free, 
Since all at laſt deſcends from Thee, 1349 
Thou giv?lt the leaſt and largeſt Store, 
Not Man's, but God's great Wiſdom knows 
What Seeds beſt ſure the fruitful Field, 
i What Soils the faireſt Crops can yield, 
And thence proportion'd Gifts beſtows. 
Bleſt be my God, whoſe careful Hand 
Kept Me from empty Glories free, 
Leſt Inſolence and Vanity 
Should my too eaſy Soul command. 
My meaneſt, pooreſt Fortunes I 1359 
Ungriev'd and undejected bear ; 
And with an eaſy chearful Air 
Can to my truſty Guardian fly. 
35 The Poor, the Wretched, Lord, and thoſe 
Whom moſt the rugged World deſpiſe, 
Are deareſt to thy gracions Eyes, 
And thy Domeſtick Train compoſe. 
Thy great Apoſtles, Lord, were poor, 
W hen o're the Convert World they reign'd 3 
Yet ne're of Poverty complain'd, 1 360 
In their Integrity ſecure. 


Het M 2 Their 
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Their Breaſts no Guile nor Malice {well'd, 
Nor Pride but when they ſuffer*d Shame, 
Dear Jeſus, tor thy Sacred Name," 
And Truth with firm Embraces held. 
He then, who Loves Thee, Lord, who knows 
How large thy Benefa&ions are, 
Will for thy Smiles his Joys declare, 
And for thy Love's Immortal Flows. 
More bleſt in his deſpis'd Eſtate 137c 
Than thoſe above the reſt enthron'd ; 
And more at eaſe, when ſcarcely own'd, 
Than thoſe who graſp a Regal Fate : 
More pleas'd to be deſpis'd and ſcorn'd, 
Unſeen, unknown, without a Name, 
Than Flutterers on the Wings of Fame, 
With Honour's gaudy Arms adorn'd. 
ToHim thy Loves more Glories bring 
Than all Atchievements here below ; 
And thence more happy Comforts flow,1 39 
Than from the largeſt Gifts, or wondrous Act 


can ſpring. 


XX1Il 


Lo th ” ” 
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XXIII, 
The Fruits of Righteouſneſs are ſown in Peace, 


Chriſt, 
A Y Son, I'll teach Thee now the peaceful Way, 
Where Freedom will with Eaſe around Thee 
ſtay. 
* Believer, 
Speak, Deareſt Lord, O ſpeak to Me ! 
Thy Rules muſt all delighttul be, 


Chriſt. 
'ot Others Counſels, but thy own refuſe : 
A ſmall Eſtate before a greater chuſe. 
Love to be ſubje, envy'd Places ſhun ;, * 
Pray that my Will in Thee may all be done. 
Obey theſe Rules, and they?l thy Joys increaſe, 1 390 
| With perfe® Pleaſure, and with perfe& Peace. 


Believer. 
Few are thy Words, but perfet, Lord ; 
And Senſe and wondrous Fruits afford. 
Ill O could I keep them faithfully ! 
I ſhould from inward Broils be free. 


M3 
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Ar only then Diſturbance find, 
W lic: from thy ſacred Rules declin'd. 
O Thou Almighty Lord, whoſe Love 
Reſts whe: induſtrious Souls improve, 


O grant Me greater Graces ſtill, 1409 
ThatT may all my Words fulfil; 


And, to be ſav/d at Iaſt,obey thy ſacred Will ! 


A Prayer againſt Evil Thoughts. 


My God, I fy to Thee, 
Go not, go not far from Me! 
Help Me, Lord ! My God, receive Me ! 
Dort to ſtrong Temptations leave Me ! 
Wild my Thoughts are, vaſt my Fears 
See the threatning Storm appears ! 
How, Q how ſhall I ſubdue it, 
Or unſhockt, unhurt go thro it ! 1410 
Lord, thy Promiſe was of old ; 
I'll ihe Maſſive Gates unfold, 
Trample or'e the Tempter's Powers, 
Batter down the brazen Towers, 
Set the groaning Priſoners free, 
And reveal my Self to Thee. 


9 
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Such thy Promiſe was of Old, 

Grant, O grant the Bliſs foretold ! 

Then ſhall all my 'Tempters flie, 

Then my wicked Thoughts ſhall die. 1420 
All my Hope, my Conſolation 

In the deepeſt Tribulation, 

Is, my God, to truſt in Thee, 

Is, my Lord, to fly to Thee, 

Is, my Life, to pray to Thee, 

And believe Thow'lr pity Me. 


A Prayer for inward Illumination, 


ILL, Holy Jeſus, fill my Soul 
With ward Light ! The Clouds controul, 
Which now about my Judgment roll ! 


Keep me from Wandrings, ſet me free 1430 


From Tempters Force and Subtlety ; 
And Fight, my God, O Fight for Me ! 


Beat down my Brutiſh Luſts ! ſubdue 
Thoſe Fiends which now my Peace purſue ; 
That 1 may Praiſe on Praiſe renew ! 


M 4 That 


The ( briſtian Book 111. 


That in a Conſcience clear and ſound, 
A Palace may for God be found, 
And all with Heavenly Hymns reſound. 


Lord, quell theStorm, the Surges bind, 
And huſh the rugged Northern Wind, 1449 
That Ia Halcyon Calm may find ! 


Send out thy Light, thy Truth Divine, 
That they around the World may ſhine, 
And let, O let ſome Sparks be Mine ' 


My Soul's a barren Wild ; Orſhew 
Thy tertilizing Grace ! Imbue 
My Heart with thy Celeſtial Dew * 


With pure Devotion's gentle Rain 
Voiſten and warm the ſandy Plain, 
Till all a fruitful Verdure gain ! 


Lord, raife my Soul with Sins oppreſt, 
And Q infpire my panting Breaſt 
With Stghs for thy Eternal Reſt / 
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Till by that Prelude raviſh'd, 1 
On Wings of Rapture mount the Sky, 
LulPd with Immortal Harmony. 


From Creature-Comforts ſet me free ; 
From all Created Vanity, 
O Deareſt Saviour, reſcue Me ! 


My Doglike Appetite renews, 
And Sorrow all my Steps purſues, 
When I thoſe little Comforts uſe. 


O bind me faſt with Bands of Love, 
That I from Thee may ne're remove, 


XXIV. 


Be not Wiſe overmuch. 


Cbriſt. 


1460 


Till with thy Self, the Deareſt Object, fixt above. 


On't be too Curious, nor with empty Cares 
Engage thy Thoughts in vexing Snares : 


What's This or That to Thee ? 
Thy Buſineſs is to follow Me : 


mree—_ 
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What's Thy Concern if Men be So or So, 1470 
If thus they Speak, or thus they Do ? 
Thou no Account for them ſhalt give, 
But for thy Self ; And would'ſt thou wiſh to live 
In Dark Perplexities ? 
All Things 1 know ;, and what the Sun can ſee 
Is viſible andÞlain to Me : 
I all Aﬀairs anatomize : 
I know Mens inmoſt Thoughts and private Wills, 
And what their utmoſt Hopes fulfils. 
Leave then ſuch Things to Me, 1499 
And let Peace inhabit Thee: 
Of That let nothing here thy Soul bereave ; 
Let Others al#their vain Deſigns purſne, 
Their Words and Deeds ſhall all receive their Due, 
Since None can Me deceive. 
Hunt not the Shadow of a Mighty Name, 
Nor boaſt of Freedoms, or of private Love 3 
In Thee ſuch Hopes too large a Share will claim, 
Thy Heart with gloomy Fancies move. 
To Thee I'd freely all my Will reveal, I 4$0 
From Thee no needful Truths conceal, 
Would'ſt Thou but watch my Coming carefully, 
And open all thy Gates to Me. 
Be careful then, and watch to Prayer, (are, 
And let thy Modeſt Deeds thy Humble Thoughts de- 
| XXV. 
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XXV. 
The Fruits of the Spirit are Joy, Peace, Goodneſs. 


Chriſs. 
HusI, my Son! declar'd of Old; 
Lo! I leave my Peace with Tou ; 
Lo! I give my Peace to You, 
Not as Worldly Men may do ;, 
_ Peace indeed I give to Tou. 1500 
Thus 1 promisd Mine of old. 
Peace is the Common Wiſh, alas ! But few 
Thoſe ſacred Paths which lead to Peace purſue. 
e, My Peace is Meek, and Humble Judgments guides, 
| And loves to live where Patience moſt reſides : 
Hear Me, Obey Me, and thou ſoon ſhalt find 
Her Balmy Dews relax thy labouring Mind, 
Believer. (Way, 
What ſhall I do then, Lord ? Chr. Obſerve thy 
HO Thy Words and Deeds with Curious Eyes ſurvey ; 
To pleaſe thy God alone in Al! deſign ; 1510 
Nor to another Lord's Commands incline : 
Ne're meddle, Son! with Other Mens Afﬀairs ; 
wy With no Cenſorious Wit augment thy Cares, 


Live 
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Live but at Home, and Peace ſhall live with Thee, 
Thy Mind from griping Cares and wild DiſtraQtions 
free. 


But to be wholly loos'd from Earth below, 
Earth can't, but Heaven may at laſt beſtow. 
Bot if thou'rt in a ſtupid ſenſleſs State, 
Don't thence thy Peace and calm Enjoyments date, 
Think not it's Peace when thou canſt ſee no Foe, 
Nor welt when all things to thy Wiſhes go, 1521 
Nor all thy Extaſtes and Heats admire, 
As if juſt kindled by Celeſtial Fire. 
Man may his Caſe, in ſpite of Theſe miſtake, 
And from falfe Premiſes a falſe Concluſion make. 


Believer. 
How, Lord, then may I throughly know my State'! 


Chriſt. 

. On Melet all thy Soul's Aﬀections wait ; 
Seek not thy Self, but with an eaſy Mind 1528 
Some ground for Thanks in all Conditions find ; 
Weigh all Events ; be Grateful, Patient, Bold, 
Nor by each ſudden ſeeming Cloud controul'd. 

In Storms thy Soul for greater Storms prepare, 
And ſtil} Submiſhon to thy Lord declare; 


— 
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Own thy Demerits, and his gentler Hand, 
No more againſt his Heavenly Juſtice ſtand ; 
In every Change thy Maker vindicate ; 
Adore his Providence in every State ; 
Keep Self beneath, thy Maſter's Praiſes ſing, 
True Peace, true Hopes and Joys from that bleſt 
Source will ſpring. 


Ins 


te, 
XX VI. 
And eſtabliſh me with thy free Spirit. 


Believer, 
No more, if perfe&, Lord ! ſhouldI 
From Heavenly Contemplations turn my Eye, 1541 
But thro' a Wood of Thorny Care, 
ef A Heart unheavy, undiſtemper'd bear 
Not out of dull Stupidity, 
But from a Soul ſerene, and free 
From all created Loves and worldly Vanity. 


Save, Deareſt Lord ! O ſave my Soul, 

Leſt Cares of ſenſual Life my Thoughts controul, 
Leſt outward Wants betray my Mind, 

And I Delights in Earthy Chains ſhould find; 1550 
Leſt I, with Troubles broke, ſhould fail ; 


And Doubts and Fears above my Faith prevail ! 


hs Unclog 
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uUnclog my Thoughts, enlarge my Mind, 
Till I may ſoar, no more confird, (yin, 
High as Ethereal Flames, and looſe as Air or 


O Thou, my God, my Life, my Dear, 
In whom ineffable Delights appear, 
Embitter all my Joys below, 
That I no Sweets but in thy Self may know ! 
From Carnal Goods O turn my Heart, 1 569 
Which but a witiated Guſt impart ! 
Free Me, O free Me from the Snares, 
W hich Fleſh and blood for Fleſh and Blood prepares! 
Let not the World's poor ſhort-liv'd Pride, 
Nor Hells deſigning Prince my Thoughts divide! 
Give Me but Strength, and Pl oppoſe 
The buſy Malice of my active Foes if 
Give Patience, that I all may bear, 
_ And Conſtancy in Truth to perſevere ! 
For all thoſe Comforts here below, 1570 
On Me thy Spirit's Fragrant Oils beſtow ! 
All Earthly Paſſions, Lord, remove, 
And thro* my Soul diffuſe thy own immortal Love \ 


Lo! Meats, and Drinks, and Clothes, and All 
Thoſe Goods for which our craving Bodies call, 


Are 


nd. 
or 


69 


[ 
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Are but a Burden, Lord ! to Me Pa 
Teach Me to uſe them ſo, that all may ſee 

How Icoſe1 to the World can fit, 
And always to the Loſs of All ſubmit. 

My Life's not 14ine to loſe, but 1 1 58c 
Muſt fainting Nature's daily Wants ſupply, 

But won't luxurious Stores purſue, 
Leſt ſo the Fleſh the Spirit ſhould ſubdue. 

Lord, letthy Hand dire@ Me here, } 

That I no wild Extreams may fear, geex. c 

But ſafe between the Rocks of Want and Plenty ; 


XX VII. 
Take no care for the Fleſh to fulfil the Luſts 
thereof. 


Chriſt. 
Ouldſt Thou, my Son, Eternal Joys obtain ? 
Thy Self,tby All muſt firſt the Purchaſe clear ; 
Self- Love will more thy ſoaring Thoughts reſtrain, 


Than all thoſe Charms which worldly things 
endear. 


Self-Love attracts Temptations, and betrays 1590 
Man to the Malice of his Angry Foes. 

The Love of Heaven treads all in perfe&t Ways, 
No Bars can there its lofty Flights oppoſe. 

Nere 


——— —— — - mY 
<————————— — 
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Ne're covet that which Thou canſt ne're procure, 
Nor ſtrive to keep what would thy Thoughts en- 
Give what Thou baſt to Me, in Me ſecure, Ulave. 
And all which thy i:mmoderate Longings crave. 
Why ſhouldſt Thou pine with Woes, and walte 
with Cares ? 
Wait but on 24c,and Thou no harm ſhait feel. 1509 
A reſtleſs Thought a wicked Heart declares, 
And muſt in everlaſting Darkneſs reel. 
For All, when gain'd, would all defeF;ve prove, 
And Ambuſcades on every hand appear, 
And Storms would ſtill the rolling Billows move, 
The Mind be ruffled with diſtraQting Fear. 
A Mind from all Ambitious Fancies free 
Is happier than with vaſt Abundance cloy'd ; 
Vain Wealth, Applauſe, and Honour's Pageantry, 
Will be with this poor fleeting World deſtroy'd. 
Height can't ſecure Thee, but a prudent Zeal ; 
A Peace ill-founded never long can laſt. 1612 
New Garments can't an ulcer'd Heart conceal, 
Nor Thou be better, tho not what thou watt. 
In Me thy Strength alone, thy Safety ſtands ; 
I change the Heart, and I reform the Mind ; 
Who leaves Me,quickly feels Hell's weighty Bands, 
Agd from one Danger ſnatch'd, will greater Dangers 


find. 
A 
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bs A Prayer for Purity and Wiſdom, 


HEW Me, Lord, O ſhew thy Face ! 


ec O confirm my Heart with Grace ! 1620 
Strengthen, Lord, my fainting Mind, 
9 Now to worthleſs Cares inclitd : 


Walſh my Eyes from needleſs Tears ! 
Purge my Soul from Doubcs and Fears ! 
Purge it from impure Deſires, 
If it Gold or Dirt admires: 

c, All alas! is Tranſitory ; 
All a Fidtion, all a Story ; 
All a Blaſt, an empty Lie, 


All vexatious Vanity ! 1630 
y, Why ſhould I a Shade purſue ? 
d. I alas! amdying too. 

Give Me Wiſdom, Lord, to ſee 
2 All's but Dirt compar'd wirh Thee, 


Heavenly Wiſdom, Feſus! ſend Me ! 

That, while common Sweets attend Me, 

I may fix my Heart above, 

And Thee more than all things love. 
5, Teach Me, Lord, to know Thee more, 
Shew Me all the wondrous Store 1640 


N of 
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Of Myſterious Providence, 
And enlarge my Soul and Senſe ! 


If Thou make Me truly Wiſe, 
FI] the fawning World deſpiſe; 

Bear with humble Patience thoſe 

Who my Peaceful Courſe oppoſe. 

Wiſdom always keeps the Field, 

Won't to noiſy Language yield, 

Scorns the Fool's prepoſt rous choice, 
Scorns the Sirens charming Voice 3 1655 
Walks in Holy Paths ſecure, 

Of Divine Protection ſure. 

Send it, O my Saviour, ſend zt, 

PII with hambleſt Vows attend it. 


XXVIII. 


Thou ſhalt be hid from the Scourge of the 
Tongue. 


| Chriſt. Thi 
Y Son, ne*re murmur, tho the World accuſe 
Thy ſpotleſs Name, thy Innocence abuſe. 
When that's all paſt, thy modeſt Thoughts mult 
own 
T hy Self ſtill worſe, as to thy Self beſt known 3 
The 


| 
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They charge Thee deep, but Thou canſt quickly 
find 

Guilt deeper far diſturb thy conſcious Mind. 1660 

Try to be pure indeed ; ſome Words have proy'd 

Bleſt healing Balms, tho firſt by Malice mov'd. 

Live huſh'd in Silence, tho thy Fate's ſevere, 

And undiſturb?d their laviſh Language hear ; 

True Innocence will heavenly Beauties ſhow 

Thro? all that noifom Dirt the villain World can 

throw. 


No real Peace their kinder Words could raiſe, 
I's equal to Thee if they Curſe or Praiſe, 
Thow lr ſtill remain unalter'd, ſtill the ſame, 
How e're they mangle thy advancing Fame, 1670 
In Me thy Peace, thy real Glory lies; 
And He whocari the common World deſpiſe, 
he Who neither fawns, nor fears a ſnarling Age, 
May. in thoſe Sweets of endleſs Peace engage; 
From ſenſleſs Fears and Love's Diſtractions riſe, 
The Soul well pois?d above the World's encumbrance flies, 
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XXIX. 
Count it all Foy whey ye fall into divers] emptations, 


Bel. LEST, Lord, © bleſt be thy great Name, 
From whom my Sufterings gently came, 
Who with a Father's tender hands, 
Such Trials for his Son commands ! 1680 
They come! They come! nor can I fly, 
Burt open to their Laſhes lic ; 
Ouly in thy extended Arms 
I hope to reſt ſecur'd from Harms. 
Let, Lord, O let thy Rod to Me 
CorreCtion and Inſtruction be ! 
Lord, of my ſelf, with frettul Rage 
Pc ſti!! againſt thy Hand engage 3 
No Patience I, no humble Mind 
Within my wretched Self can find. 1 6g: 
What ſhall I ſay, dear Father, now ? 
Beneath thy weighty Strokes I bow ; 
O ſave me from the threatning Hour ! 
Or 2& me with thy ſaving Power ; 
Till humbler for my Follies grown, 
I may thy wondrous Mercies own | 
Pm Peor, Pm Wothing, but by Thee, 
Save, Lord, O ſave and reſcue Me! 


Patienc 
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Patience, bleſt God ! thy Patience give, 


And [I'll without repining live. 1709 
—_ Be Thou my God, be Thou my Aid, 

And, tho beneath vaſt Mountains laid, 
ne, That Weight Pll uncomplaining bear, 


e, |} And ſhake off all the Terrors of inſulting Fear. 


W hat ſhall I ſay my God to Thee, 
But, Do thy Pleaſure Lord with Me ? 
I merit Wrath, and thence for Woes 
And Sufferings would my Thoughts compole. 
In them, O may | Patience ſhow, 
Till off theſe rugged Tempeſts blow! 171% 
Thy mighty Hand alone can Me 
From all the Tempter*s Furies free, 
Baffle his Rage, and break his Might, 
And fave Me from approaching Night. 
Save Me, my God, as when of old 
1 6g: Thou couldſt my fainting Heart uphold ! 
I groan beneath thy weighty Chains, (Pains. 
ThyHand can heal my Wounds, and eaſe my ſmarting 


XXX. 
My Grace is ſufficient for Thee, 


1680 


Chriſt. 
O! Pm that God, my Son, who comforts Thee, 


Come then in Sufferings, only come to Me ! 
Patienc N 3 Com- 
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Comfort thou want'ſt, and Comforts ſoon would'(t 
have, I'721 

Would'ſt Thou with greater Warmth my Com- 
forts crave. 

But Thou'dſt firſt to the World's Aſſiſtance fly, 

I'm but a Refuge in Extremity ; 

But all thy hopes are vain, till thou canſt own 

Me, Me the Saviour of the Juſt alone, 

No Creature-Aids, or Arts, or Counſels can 

Remove thoſe Suſterings which my Hands began. 

Reſume thy Spirits then ! the Skies grow clear, 

And bright again my Mercy s Beams appear; 1730 

Once more I'll raiſe thy Head, thy State reſtore, 


As Job ſeverely try'd, was happier than before. 


What ? is there any thing that's bard to Me ? 
Whene're I promis'd, was I falſe to Thee? 

Ah where's thy Faith ! Thy ſacred Confidence ! 
Stand faſt for ſhame! Heroick Faith commence ! 
Be brave ! be bold ! The Time of Comfort's nigh, 
I now on rapid Wings to help Thee fly. 

Let Hells black Tyrant rage, let Nature fear; 
Thy Temper ſhake ; Io! I at hand appear ! 1745 
Why ſhould Frturitizs torment thy Mind ? 

Sorrows alone {uch dark Enquiries find. 
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To Day thou liſt indeed : and can't To day 
21 Lay Cares enough in thy uncertain way ? 
M- Such buſy Thoughts are vain and uſeleſs all, 
Wiſdom will ne'r be ſcar'd with what may ner befal. 


But what can narrow Souls impriſon'd do ? 
Shamwd off with Air, and gulfd with empty ſhow 2 
The gaudy Shadow draws their longing Eyes, 
But ſwift as Dreams, the gaudy Shadow flies. 1759 
N. Hell would abuſe Thee, but ne're cares if Thou 
To Sm barefac*d or painted Vertues bow, 
730 If Love of preſent things diſtratt thy Soul, 
e, Or future Hopes thy future Fears controul, 
Stand faſt! believe me ! on my Mercy reſt ! 
Perhaps when Sorrows molt aſſault thy Breaſt, 
When Hopes all ruin'd, Joys all loſt appear, 
Pm then my Self with vaſt Advantage near. 


Tho things go croſs, they maymn't be deſperate quite, 
e! A ſudden Proſpe& may confound the ſight; 1769 
-h, And He's too weak, who ſinks and drowns for fear, 


When any Means untri'd to reach the Shores appear. 


745 What tho I laſh thee now ? or ſeem to hide 
My cheerful Glories ? or in Clouds reſide ? 
My Methods lead Thee tow'rd Eternal Light, 
Thow'rt puniſh'd thus, but not deſerted quite ; 
N 4 My 


To 


184 The ( briſtian Book Ill. 


My Saints more Bleſſings in Afflitions find, 
Than when the World is to their Wills relign'd. 
I know thy ſecret unſhap d Thoughts, and know 
A ſhort Receſs, a little Cloud below 1770 
May humble Thee, the Price of Heaven enhance, 
And thy Salvation's happy means advance. 
I gave ; I take the Gift I gavetefore, 

And can,when e're I pleaſe, the welcom Gift reſtore. 


I gave, but gave my proper Gifts alone ; 
I took, yet took not Thine, but took my own. 
Each tr:!ly Good, each perfett Gift 1s Mine, 
Its Nature uſeful, and its Source Divine, 
Then at my Diſ.:enſations ne're repine, 
Nor murmur, tho a ſharper Lot be Thine. 1780 
Faint not! Complain not! Night the Morning 
brings, 
And healing Joys drop from my balmy Wings, 
I ſoon can make the weighty Burden light, 
And Patience with illuſtrious Crowns requite ; 
And when I /ank Thee, or thy Fortuncs raiſe, 
The World my Wiſdom will my awful Juſtice praiſe. 


Could*ſt thou be wiſe, & Truth, tho deep, deſcry, 
Thou'dlt ne're beneath my Rod dejected lie : 
Affiiction would thy happy Temper raiſe, 178g 
Thy Faith would flouriſh,& thy Lamp would blaze; 
Snuff *d 
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Snuft'd by the rufling Winds to ſhine more bright, 

But not by rougheſt Storms extinguiſh'd quite. 

Nay Thowldſt be Rapture all and Extaſy, 

So kindly, tho ſo ſharply laſh*d by Me. 

Thow'lt be 4 Son if thou endure the Rod, 

A Saint, if thankful, to a frowning God. 

Thus to my Friends I oft- diſcourſt of old, 

When their Bu/mneſs and Rewards foretold, 

You, You my Brethren to my Heart are near, 

As Pm to my immortal Father dear ;, 1800 

Yet them I ſent, not to deluding Foys, 

But bloody Fields, and BattePs dreadful noiſe. 

Not that the World ſhould at their Footſteps fall, 

But to be trampled and be ſcorn'd by All; 

Not toa lazy Life, but mighty Toils ; 

Not to a downy Sleep, but endleſs Broils; 

That forth they might the Fruits of Patience bring, 
And in the ſharpeſt. Winter's Froſts maintain a con- 

ſtant Spring. 


XXXI. 
Have not my Hands made all theſe things ? 


Believer. 
ORD, wouldſt thou have Me come to Thee, 
Where Earth nor Hell ſhall trouble Me? 1810 
Then I'll greater Grace implore, 
Give Me, Lord, O give me more! While 


186 
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While thus clog'd I nerre can fly, 

Ne're approach the peaceful Sky ; 

Yet I fain would ſoar ; I long, 

And as oft repeat the Song, 

IWho will wing me like the Dove ? 

Then I'd fiy and reſt above. 

What excels a ſingle Eye ? 

What enjoys a Liberty, 1820 
Like the Soul which longs for nothing, 
Strip't of all inferiour Clothing ? 

O may I o're-pals the Creature ! 

Scorn my own defective Nature ! 

Live in height of Extaſy ! 

And thy Excellencies ſee ! 

He who can't the World reſign, 
Ne're can think of things Divine: 
Hence ſo few for Contemplations, 
Hence ſo few for Meditations ; 1839 
Still the tranſient Creature holds them, 
And in treacherous Arms enfolds them. 


But O what wondrous Grace muſt make 
The Soul thoſe noble Courſes take ! 


Yet the Soul, while captiv'd here, 
Can the Creatures Fetters wear ; 
Not to God himſelf united, 
Not with Holy Flames excited ; 
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Little, can but little know, 

While oppreſt with Weights below. 1840 
Long that. poor polluted Soul 

Muſt in common Ordure roll, 

Which ne're looks above the Skies, 

Where the Great, the Good, the Wiſe, 
Our Almighty Lord alone 

Holds his everlaſting Throne. 

All which is not good nor laſting, 

Pleaſures valu'd much, but waſting, 
Quickly all, which is not God, 

Should beneath our feet be trod. 1850 
O how high, how vaſt a diſtance 

He who foars by Love's Aſſiſtance, 

He whoſe wiſe and pure Devotions 

Elevate his ſacred Notions, 

Raptur'd and Contemplative, 

O're the Common World muſt live. 

High our Wits and Fancies may 

Mount to reach the ſource of Day ; 

High our ſtudious Heads aſpire, 

Much attain, and more deſire, 1860 
Nobler are thoſe Influences 

Which the ſacred Dove diſpenſes 

Leſs from all our ſtudious years, 

Than from thence at once appears, 


>. 
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Some fain to Extaſy would riſe, 
But hate the previous Exerciſe. 


Paſſions mortify*d are grievous, 

Nor-can groveling Senſe relieve us. 

Ah! what fooliſh Lights abuſe us ! 

Ah! what vain Deſigns amuſe us ! 1870 
What ſtrange Spirits delude Us all, 

Who our ſelves Believers call ! 

How we rob our ſelves of Pleaſures ! 

How we graſp at airy Treaſures ! 

Moil and Toll, our ſelves tormenting, 

And a thouſand ways inventing 

How we may our ſelves undo, 

And eternal Flames purſue ! 

While our Souls are ne're reſpeQted, 

But our Future State's negle(ted ! 1880 


Ah wretched we who think a while, 
But ſtraight looſe Dreams our Hearts beguile ! 


Our weak Thoughts no bounds can bear, 
Nor the recolleCting Care : 

Neither weigh we Words or A&ions, 

But delight in vain DiſtraQtions, 

Where our looſe Aﬀections fly, 

Tho our As Impurity, - 

Cares nor Griefs can ere retard us, 1889 
Tho the loweft Hells reward us. Hu- 
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Humane Crimes the former World 
All beneath a Deluge hurl'd ; 

And our inward Parts perverted, 
Make our Actions, when exerted, 
Fooliſh, ſenſleſs, filthy all, 

| Deep beneath Damnation fall. 

Let the Heart be pure indeed, 
Happy Fruits will thence proceed, 


What has the Hero done ? we cry, 
But ne're examine How nor Why, I 900 
Thoſe who Valiant, Rich and Fair, 

Thoſe who witty Writers are, 

Thoſe who ſing with ſweeteſt Art, 

Or can do the Workman's part ; 

Such are courted, ſuch admir'd, 

But no real Good deſir'd. 

Who'll the Poor in Spirit praiſe ? 

Who the Meek and Patient raiſe ? 

Where's the living Saint, whoſe Name 
Flotters on the Wings of Fame ? 1910 
None e're court *um, none admire *um, 

Nor till dead and loſt deſire *um : 

Nature outward Gifts adores, 
Grace the inward Man explores, 

We're in Nature oft miſtaken, 
But the Man was ne're forſaken 


© ——— 
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Who to God Himſelf appli'd, 
And his Love and Mercies tri'd. 


XXXII. 
Except a Man forſake all, He cannot be my Diſciple, 


Chriſt. 
Hat I, my Son, ſo oft declar'd before, 
The more repeated, muſt afte& thee more, 
Deny thy Self, or never hope to be 1921 
'Poſleſt in full of perfe@ Liberty. 
Thoſe who their own ſole Intereſts regard, 
The ſelf-fond, eager, curious, wandring Herd, 
Who all for ſoft unſtable things enquire, 
But neither Chriſt nor Chriſtian Rules deſire, 
Tho ne're ſo gaily trap'd, are Priſoners all, 
And ſoon from their fictitious Glories fall. 
What ſprings not out from God muſt quickly fade ; 
Let this then be thy Rule of Practice made, 1939 
Leave thou but All, and All thou ſoon ſhalt find ; 
For ſake thy Luſts, thow'lt get a peaceful Mind. 
Remember this; and when thou mak*ſt it good, 
All neceſſary Truths will ſoon be underſtood. 


Bel. But, Lord, this Task one ſingle Day 
Can't end, nor is it Childiſh Play 3 


This 
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This one ſhort Rule, without conſtraint 
Or Gloſs, would make a perfed Saint. 


Chriſt, Droop not, my Son! nor faint to hear 
What rugged Courſe the perfect Saint muſt ſteer, 
But upward tow'rd the Skies thy Head ſublimely 
bear. I 941 
O cauldſt thou once thy ſelf deny, 
With mine and my great Father's Will comply, 
Pure Joys and Love and Peace ſhould then around thee 
Thou ſtill muſt many Things forſake, (fly. 
Nor canſt Thou of immortal Bliſs partake, 
Till thou of all below a juſt Reſignment make. 
Buy then Gold well refin'd of Me, 
From worldly Wit and Self-indulgence free. 
Graſp at Celeſtial Senſe, and bleſt Eternity! 1950 
Aim not at mighty things below, 
On Heavenly Wiſdom all thy Thoughts beſtow, 
How e'rdeſpis'd on Earth the wondrous Larges grow, 
That true Humility will prize, 
That many preach, whoſe Life the Truth denies, 
While it like ſome fair Gem loſt in the Quarry lies. 


XXX11l, 


192 The (briſtian Book nT, 


XXXIII. 
My Son, give me thy Heart ! 


Chriſt. 
N Ere in thy roving Thoughts, my Son,confide, 
They'l fix to Day, to Morrow change their 
ſide; 
While to a wretched load of Earth confin'd, 
Thow'lt ſuffer always by a changing Mind ; 1960 
Now ſad, now pleaſant, now ſerenely bleſt, 
Straight with a thouſand inborn Storms opprelt ; 
Deep in Devotions now, but ſoon profane ; 
Now ſtudious, quickly in a flothful ſtrain ; 
Now wondrous grave, and ſoon as light & vain. 
The Man of ſenſe that various Humours ſcorns, 
While ſacred Art his happy Life adorns, 
On God, his Polar Star, hell fix his Eye, 
Furl all his Sails, and not to Windward ply, 
But through rough Tides with Oars his Paſſage 
force, 1970 
And to his heavenly Port direct his conſtant Courſe. 


Sometimes the wiſeſt Chriſtian Pilot may 
Encroaching Sleep's Lethean Drops obey : 


Some 
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Some tumane Frailties Fleſh and Blood ſurround, 
And ſelfiſh Dreams the ſteddy Soul confound. 
They ſeek for Heav'n, but ſeek for Pleaſure too; 
And double Ways with double Hearts purſue, 

So when bleſt Mary's Brother left the Grave, 
And, to his Maſter, Death reſign'd his Slave, 

To Bethany the Jews in Troops repair'd, 1989 
With curious Thoughts; but more alas! prepar'd 
To gaze on Lazarus to Life reſtor'd, (Word, 
Than to obey themſelves their Lord's reviving 
Clear thy Intention firſt, direct it true, 


And then with ſteddy ſteps thy Holy Courſe purſue; 


XXXIV. 
That God may be All in All, 


Bel. Y God's my All, my Soul's deſire, 


How can I greater Bliſs require ? 
Sweet Note, dear charming Name to Me, 
Who hate inferiour Vanity. | 
My God, my deareſt Lord, my All! 1996 
Pa oft the pleaſing Sound recal, 
How all things ſmile when Thon art here, 
But dead, when Thou withdraw'ſt, appear. 
Thou fillſt the peaceful Soul with Joy, 
' Thy Works thy chearful Saints employ, 
O Thy 
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Thy Name in every Work they praiſe, 

And Trophies to thy Goodneſs raiſe. 

Without Thee nothing ſweet we find, 

But when thy Grace adorns the Mind, 

Then all things ſavour well, and we 2000 
Thy Hand in all thy Works of Wonder ſee. 


Bleſt with thy Love we reliſh All ; 
Without thee nothing talte but Gall. 
Here witty Worldlings groſly fail, 
Where Vanity and Death prevail. 
But thoſe who can the World ſubdue, 
And Fleſh and Blood with Scorn purſue, 
Such happy Men are wiſe indeed, 
Such happy Men to Truth proceed 
From Vanity 3 from Fleſh and Blood, 2019 
To all that's Holy, all that's Good, 
The Creature's nobleſt Character 
Theſe to its Maker's Praiſe refer, 
And can a juſt DiſtinQtion find 
Between the whole Created Kind, 
And Him who made them ; and between 
W hat in our fleeting Years is ſeen, 
- And what includes Eternity ; 
Between that Light we daily ſee, 
And that which centers in the Deity. 
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(0) Thou Eternal Light Divine, 
With thy All-piercing Glories ſhine 
Quite thro? this gloomy Heart of mine. 


Purge, make me glad, illuminate, 
New Life within my Soul create ! 
And raiſe Me to a raptur'd State ! 


O come ! O come bleſt long'd for hour, 
On me thy quickning Favours ſhower ! 
And let me feel thy nearer Power ! 


No Joys, Dear Lord, can perfet be 0 2039 
Till I that happy Inſtant ſee, 
And Thou art All in All to Me. 


Still Adam's Luſts in Me reſide, 
Not yet, not throughly crucify'd, 
They've bled, but never truly dy'd. 


The Fleſh againſt the Spirit arms, 
My Soul with fiery Diſcord warms, 
And with unceaſing Wounds alarms, 


O Thou whoſe great Command the Sea, 
The rugged Waves and Winds obey, 2040 
© help! O hear thy Servant pray ! 

O 2 With 
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With thy Almighty Arm frprizs 
And cruſh my inward Enemies, 
Who ftill in Arms againſt me riſe ! 


O let meall thy Wonders view, 
My Hopes, my Shelter, Lord, renew, 

While 1 thy Smiles alone, my Lord! my God! purſue. 

XXXV. 

Bleſſed is the Man who endureth Temptation. 


Chriſt. 
HY Life, my Son! canner of Health be ſure, 
Unleſs thy Heart Celeſtial Arms ſecure : 
While helliſh Foes thy trembling Heartſarround, 
The Shield of Patience muſt repel the Wound. 
Fix then on Me, for Me reſolv'dly dare, 2052 
For Ae, for Sufferings, and for Wounds prepare: 
So may*'ſt thou blow the Flames of ſacred Love, 
And reach the Palms of glorious Saints above. 
Thy Foes then with a Manly Force repel 
The Conqueror may be crown'd, while Daſtares 
link to Hell. 
(bleſt 
Would'ſt Thou on Earth with Peace and Eaſe b 
Then never dream of Heaven's Eternal Reſt ; 
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" Reſt is; is a fooliſh Purchaſe here below, 2960 

For Patience all thy Studies here beſtow! (p.,c+h; 

True Peace ſprings out from Heav'n, and-not from 

God, not the Creature,.gives that Bleſling birth ; 

Pains, Sorrows, Tortures, Griefs, Temptations, 
Woes, 

Wrongs, Wants, Reproofs, Confuſions, Scandals, 
Blows, 


Theſe for the Love of God mult all be born, 


And Patience ſtill the Sufferer's Life adorn ; 

Theſe edg true Valour, theſe the Chriſtian Soul 

Beneath the Standard of their Lord enroll; 2069 

Theſe Trials that unfading Crown compoſe, 

Thoſe Honours which entwine the Brows' of 
thoſe, 


Who to endure the worlt of Earthly Furies choſe, 


Or can't Thou dream to live at Peace within, 
Unmov by Scruples, and unſhock'd by Sin ? 
Such Eaſe no pious Saints of old procur'd, 

But Cares, Temptations,Doubts and Fears endur'd. 
They in their God, and not themſelves would truſt, 
True to their King, -to their Engagements jult. 
They knew theſe Woes could no Proportion bear 
To thoſe bright Wreaths txiamphant Martyrs wear, 


O 3 Or 
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Or would'ſt Thou, Child ! with eaſe, at once, obtain, 

What they could ſcarce with Tears and Labours 
gain ? 2082 

No: but on God with Manly Courage wait, 

Take Comfort in him, nor diſtruſt thy fate ; 

And to his Honour with a chearful Note, -/ 

Thy Self, thy Body, and thy Soul devote : 

I'll pay thee, and thy ſuffering State ſhall be 

A boundleſs Treaſure of immortal Wealth to Thee. 


XXXVI. 


Be not afraid of them, neither fear their Words; 
tho Briars and Thorns be with Thee, and Thou 
dwell among Scorpions, 


Chriſt. 
O*® Me O let thy Heart ſecurely reſt! 2089 
| A guiltleſs Conſcience ina guiltleſs Breaſt, 
The Cenſures of a thonghtleſs World may ſcorn, 
Above their ſpite on Wings of Honour born. 
It's Godlike Great in all things to be good, 
And yet by Malice falſly underſtood, 
Tho Men are blind, God viſits Innocence, 
And to his own will nobler Joys diſpenſe. 
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The Faithleſs World will things at random call, 
Nor could an Angel hope to pleaſe them all. 
32 Great Paul devoted to his Maſter*s Name, 
Firſt plead bis God; then All to All became; 2100 
Yet laſh'd by ſilly Tongues, their Senſe deſpis'd, 
Scorn'd all their Cenſures, & by Heaven advis'd, 
In boly Freedom ſtill his Conſcience exercis'd. 


. He all his Strength, his Zeal, his Wiſdom ugd, 

And ſaving Light thro' gloomy Worlds diffugd 

The real Price of Humane Souls enhanc'd, 

And their InſtruQtion and their Health advanc'd : 

Yet could not he a fooliſh World reſtrain, 

_ Unſcourg'd, unjudg'd, or undeſpis'd remain ; 
But when he found the World to Lies reſign'd, 
Noiſy as Seas, and faithleſs as the Wind, 2111 
Weak and Miſtaken, but aſſuming more 

9 Than ſuted with their Wit's exhauſted Store, 


, With humble Patience to his Maker He 
, Referr*d his Caſe, whoſe piercing Eye could ſee 
His ſpotleſs Innocence and Integrity: 


Leſt Scandal yet ſhould from his Silence riſe, 
OrFools ſhould think their laviſh Cenſures wiſe, 


Sometimes He'd check their Follies with ſevere 
Replies. 
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Why then ſhouldſt thou poor fading Mortals fear, 
Who live to Day, to Morrow won't appear ? 2121 
Fear God, but; live above their Pride and:Scorn, 
IWhoſe Flouts. aud Cenſures.on themſelves return. 
Who wound themſelves whenat thyHead they fly, 
And ner can put their Maker*s Judgment by. 
Look up to: Gad, but ne't with Fools contend, 
Tho with their weight, Thou ſeem at firſt to bend, 
Daſd with their Impudence, and all confug'd, 
And undeſerv'dly by the Croud abus'd ; 

Fret not, nor with thy own impatient Air, 2130 
The Beauties of thy glorious Crown impair. 
Wait thoy on God, He'll quickly reſcue Thee, 
Set Thee from Wrongs and all Confuſions free ; 
And as thy Suffering's great, thy kind Reward ſhall ) 
be.. 


XXXVII. 
Caſting all your Care upon him, for he careth for you, 


Chr. = find Me, O my Son! thy Self forſake! 
When: from Self-fondneſs throughly wean'd, 
More great thy Gains will be. 
Grace full Poſſeſſion of thy: Soul ſhall take, 
When by reſigning Vertue clean'd, 2140 
And from Relapſes free. 


Believer. 
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| Believer. 
How far, Lord! and in what muſt we. 
So freely leave our ſelves for Thee ? 


Chriſt, 
My Rules in all both Things and Times obey, 
There's no Reſerve ;, but, ſtript of All, 
Thou more belov'd wilt be; | 
Thou of thy Self I'm ſare cart ne'r' convey 
(While Thee the Fleſh. bis own can call) 
A Title good to Me. 
The ſooner thou can'ſt lay Dear Self aſide, 2150 
The ſtronger-far, the more ſincere 
Thy Thoughts to God ſhall move ; 
The ſooner Fibwithin thy Breaſt reſide, 
Thy Soul more to thy Maker dear; 
Thy Minutes kinder prove. 
;, | Some to their God by balves themfelves reſign, 
And wort on Providence rely, 
But for themſelves provide. 
I, | Some give up Ml, but tempted, ſoon decline, 
And to ſecure. old Property, 2160 
Throw Truth it ſelf aſide. 


Thoſe 
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Thoſe who at uncorrupted Freedoms aim, 
And Union and Fruition too 
With Me their Lord above, 
Muſt daily and at once themſelves diſclaim, 
The Fleſh with ſerions Hate purſue, 
And ſcorn inferiour Love. 
Oft have I ſaid it, and repeat it now ; 
Give Ore thy ſelf, thy ſelf reſign, 
And inward Peace obtain. 2170 
Give All for All! No blind Reſerves allow, 
On God with ſteddy Faith recline, 
And God thy Soul ſhall gain. 
No Darkneſs then, no Chains ſhall compaſs thee. 
Sigh then and pray, and ſtrive to get 
That ſelf-re/agning Grace z; 
Then Naked quite, from vain Pretences free, 
Thou ſhalt, above thy Nature ſet, 
A naked Chriſt embrace. 
Die to thy ſelf, and thou ſhalt live to Me ; 2180 
Vain Troubles then, vain Dreams and Cares 
Away like ſmoke ſhall fly, 
Then no impmoderate Fears ſhall torture thee, 
No ſenſual Loves ſhall ſpread their Snares 
For thee, but ſink and die. 


XXXVIIL 


© 


0 


Pattern paraphras'd. 20} 


Book LII. 


XXXVIIL. 
Commit thy Works to the Lord, and all thy 


Thoaghts ſhall be eſt abliſh'd. 


Chriſt. 
Y Son, be watchful, and thy Self command z 
NoSlave,but Maſter o're the Creature ſtand; 


Let God, no little Mercenary Tool, 
No fawning Thing thy Thoughts or Ations rule. 


An Iſraclite indeed, by Grace made free, 2190 
No preſent Joys but future Hopes can ſee, 

Looks but askance on what beneath him lies, 

But with an Eagle's ſharpneſs views the Skies. 
Makes every Creature, as by God deſignd, | 
His uſeful Slaves, as that Almighty Mind . 


All to Submiſſions firſt to Lordly Man confin'd. 


Judg not of all Events by what appears ; 

Falſe Stories oft abuſe our Eyes and Ears, 

God's Help, like Amrayr's Son of old, implore, 

He'll guide thee better, and inſtru& Thee more C 

Than all thy little Teachers could before. 2201 # - 

Moſes, in doubts, ſtraight to his Maker flew, 

The Strength of Prayers that Man of Wonders 
knew ; 

No 
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No Dangers He, no noiſy Tumults fear'd, 
While God ſo quickly to his Prayers appear'd. 
Fly Thou too to Him, and with Vows ſincere 
Approachthy God, and his Advices hear ! 

Then Gibeon Facob's careleſs Tribes abus'd, ; 


When they to ask his bleſt Advice refus'd, 
And well forg'd Tales beliey'd, and foreign 


Dainties us'd. ' 2210 
KXXIX. 
Leſt your Hearts be overcharg'd with the Cares 
of this World. 


Chr. Y Son, to me commit thy weighty Cares, 
-» Pll manage, order. blefs thy great Affairs. 


Believ. I, Lord, my Aſubmit to Thee ; 
For vain my little Cares would be, 
Shonld I thro? future Secrets-pry, 

And not with thy reveaPd Advicecomply. 


Chr. My Son, Man hotly oft a Toy purſues, 

But whenHe near at hand theQuarry views, 2218 
Laughs at his Purchaſe, gives himſelf the Lie, 
And ſtraight at large his random Fancies fly. 
He's wiſe who can Himſelf in hitle things deny. 


He's 


Ie's 
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He's moſt a Chriſtian who Himſelf denies, 


He walks at large, and down in Safety lies. 
HelPs Prince indeed no fatal Arts forbears, 
But Day and. Night he lays his deadly Snares, 
Longs for a ſtraggling Soul, a thoughtleſs Prey; 
Watch then, to me with ſtrict Devotions pray, 
PII guard thy Sleeps by Night, ſecurethy Joys b 
Day. 


XL. 
Fe who glorieth, let him glory im the Lord. 


Believer. 
ORD what's poor Man, or Man's infe&ted Race, 
So pity'd yet, ſo kindly own'd by Thee? 2230 
How Lord can He deſerve thy Grace ? 
Or how, ſhould I deſerted be, 
Can I murmur or complain, 
If I can't my Prayers obtain ! 
This I'll acknowledg, Nothing Lord am I, 
Can Nothing do ; and Nothing good contain, 
Defective too and uſeleſs lie, 
Till I thy kind Aſſiſtance gain, 
And both looſe and cold mult be, 
Till inſtructed Lord by Thee. 2240 


Thou 
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Thou att, and art the Same eternally, 
Good, Holy, Juſt, and all thy AQtions ſo ; 
But backward and unaQtive I, 
And thro a thouſand Changes go 
And uncertain Vanity 
Has its Center, Lord, in Me. 
But when thy Helping Hand, ſufficient ſure 
Without Man's Aids, ſupports my trembling Soul, 
My State may mend, my Self endure 
Unchang'd, and reach the glorious Goal 3 2250 
And enjoy Security, 
Truſting, reſting, Lord, in Thee. 
Could 1 but caſt all Worldly Comforts by, 
Forc't from without, or for Devotions ſake, 
And to thy ſelf for Shelter fly, 
When Man of Me no Care would take, 
I might juſtly hope for Grace, 
And again to ſee thy Face. 
Prais'd be my God who grants Me all Succeſs: 
Sa bleſt, can I vile Nothing ! fondly boaſt? 2260 
It ſhould my Self-Conceit repreſs, 
To think of Grace or Glory loſt. 
He, who gapes for Praiſe or Pleafures, 
Loſes Vertue's ſureſt Treaſures. 


Book Ill. Pattern paraphras'd. 207 


In Thee to glory, to rejoice in Thee, 
Is real Glory, and ſubſtantial Joy ; 
Prais'd be thy Name, thy Works by Me! 
This Lord may all my Hopes imploy ; 
Tho I'm all Infirmity, 
Always all my Foy's in Thee. 2270 
Let Fools ſeek Worldly Praiſe ; I beg but Thine : 
praiſe, Honour, Worldly Greatneſs, when compar'd 
With endleſs Glories, dimly ſhine. 
Bleſt Trinity, my God ! my Guard! 
Glory, Honour, Praiſe to Thee 
Thro Eternal Ages be ! 


XLI. 


To Thee belongs Honour, but to Me Shame 
and Confuſion of Face. 


Chriſt. 
HO trampled o'rewhen others thrive and riſe, 
Fret not, my Son ! but raiſe thy faithful Eyes 
To Me; no worldly Scorns ſhall then thy Heart 
ſurprize. 


Believer. 
I'm Blind, Lord, loſt in Vanity, 2289 
Elſe, O my God, I ſoonſhould ſee, 


Me 
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No Creature ere had injur'd Me ; 
Nor could I now complain to Thee; 
Since oft my Sins thy Throne alarm, 
Againſt 'me all the World ſhould arm : 
Shame and Confaſion's due to Me ; 
But Praiſe and Glory, Lord, to Thee. 
And till I have my Heart ſubdu'd, 
My haughty Heart, to bear the rude 
Aſlaulrs of every Creature here, 2290 
And Nothing to my ſelf appear ; 
No inward Peace, no ſacred Light, 
Can me to Reſt or Joys invite, 
Orto Eternal God my wandring Soul unite. 


| XLII. 
Not as the World giveth give Tunto you. 


at Chriſt. | (Þly; 
TE re with thy own vain Thoughts, my Son com- 
Nor on aan for Friendſhip caſt thine Eye ; 
Unleſs thould'ſt live involv'd, unſtable die. 


If Thouon living, laſting Truth rely, ” 
Unmourn'd thy Friends may live, unmourn'd may die, 
Be they LovOs Circle, but the Center I. 2300 


The 
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The beſt of Men ſhould be belov'd for Xe 
Friendſhip without Me muſt uncertain be ; 


[only bleſs it with Eternity, 


Die, die, my Son! to all Aﬀections here ; ' 
Thow'lr then no loneſom Rocks or Deſarts fear : 
Who leaves Earth's Joys, may to his God be near. 


Search but thy Boſom firſt, thy ſelf to know z 
Thou daily to thy ſelf wilt viler grow, 
And higher tow*rd thy mighty Maker go. 


Te) 


But He, who Worth within Himſelf can find, 2310 
Muſt to his God's Superiour Grace be blind 
His Spirit only loves the lowly Mind. 


Wer*t Thou from Love of Self and Creatures free, 
My Grace ſhould flow in mighty Streams on Thee : 
y, |} But few the Maker thro his Works can ſce. 
N- 
Subdue thy ſelf for Me ! thou'lt grow mgrelight, 
Thy Mind more towring, and thy Wiſdom bright 3 
But ſmalleſt Toys belov'd retard the nobleſt Flight: 


P XLIL 
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XLIII. 
The Kyngdom of God is wot in Word but in Power, 


Chriſt, 
D=* fine Words, my Son,and ſmart Replies; 
God's Kingdom not in Words, but Pratice lies. 

My Words clear up the Mind,enflame the Heart, 
Sorrows unfeign'd, and ſerious Joys impart : 2322 
Read *um, but not with Critick Art or Wit. 
To mortify thy ſecret Zuſts ſubmit : 
Mortification will more uſeful be, 

Than all the ſubtle Quirks of empty Sophiſtry. 


When Thou haft made vaſt Learnings Circle, all 

Muſt on one little Point, one Center fall. 

I teach Men Knowledg, and a purer Senſe 

ToBabes, than Men can &re:to Men diſpenſe. 2330 

Where InſtruQtions ſacred Light diſcloſe, 

The Soul more large, more full the Wiſdom grows. 
* But Wo to Thoſe who Curious Arts explore, 

And lightly paſs my happy Service o're ! Cmand 

Chriſt, the great Teachers Teacher, whoſe Com- 

Bright Angels own, will ſoon in Judgment ſtand, 


Examine 


Per, 


22 
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Examine all his Followers throughly ore, 

The Conſcience with impartial Eyes explore ; 
Search all his Churches, as with Torches, thro; 

Expoſe the works of Darkneſs all to view; 2340 


And Men of Learned Tongues with Judgment's 


weight purſue. 


I in an inſtant raiſe the Humble Soul, 

And make it ſtretch to Truth's Eternal Goal ; 
And in a moment more of Senſe to uſe, 

Than Schools can in a Life's long Courſe infuſe. 
No noiſy Words, no Novel Schemes confus'd, 
No titled Pride, no Arguments abus'd 

Are heard with Me ; Inobler Thoughts inſpire, 
To ſcorn the World, and from its Joys retire ; 
To reliſh, and to ſeek Eternity ; 2359 
To bear with Scandals, and from Praiſe to fly : 
In Me.to hope, my Smiles alone delire, 


And not to foreign Loves or Worldly Gains aſpire. 


My Saints, for Love of Me, their Silence broke, 
Knew Wonders, and Myſterious Wonders {poke. 
More Knowledg too by Leaving All obtain'd, 


Than they before by nice Diſtin&tions gain'd. 
Yet I to ſome but Common things diſclote 3 


To ſome my Grace peculiar Notions hows. 
, P 2 In 


LE —— 
— 
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>. 
The Rjnedom of God ts not in Word but in Power, 


Chriſt. 
D==< fine Words, my Son,and ſmart Replies; 
God's Kingdom not in Words, but Pradice lies. 

My Words clear up the Mind,enflame the Heart, 
Sorrows unfeign'd, and ſerious Joys impart: 2322 
Read *um, but not with Critick Art or Wit. 
To mortify thy ſecret Luſts ſubmit : 
Mortification will more uſeful be, 

Than all the ſubtle Quirks of empty Sophiſtry. 


When Thou haſt made vaſt Learnings Circle, all 
Muſt on one little Point, one Center fall. 

I teach Men Knowledg, and a purer Senſe 

To Babes, than Hen can e*re:to Men diſpenſe. 2330 
Wherel InſtruQtions ſacred Light diſcloſe, 

The Soul more large, more full the Wiſdom grows. 
But Wo to Thoſe who Curious Arts explore, 

And lightly paſs my happy Service o're ! Cmand 
Chriſt, the great Teachers Teacher, whoſe Com- 
Bright Angels own, will ſoon in Judgment ſtand, 


Examine 
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Examine all his Followers througkly ore, 
The Conſcience with impartial Eyes explore ; 
Search all his Churches, as with Torches, thro; 


as Expoſe the works of Darkneſs all to view; 2 340 
And Men of Learned Tongues with Judgment's 
weight purſue. 
es; 
es, 2 
I n an inſtant raiſe the Humble Soul, 
of And make it ſtretch to Truth's Eternal Goal ; 
And in a moment more of Senſe to uſe, 
Than Schools can in a Life's long Courſe infuſe. 
No noiſy Words, no Novel Schemes contus'd, 
No titled Pride, no Arguments abus'd 
Are heard with Me; Inobler Thoughts inſpire, 
1 To ſcorn the World, and from its Joys retire ; 
To reliſh, and to ſeek Eternity ; 2350 
To bear with Scandals, and from Praiſe to fly : 
In Me to hope, my Smiles alone delire, 
3? | And not to foreign Loves or Worldly Gains aſpir? 
VS, 


My Saints, for Love of Me, their Silence broke, 
| Knew Wonders, and Myſterious Wonders ſpoke. 
id More Knowledg too by Leaving All obtain'd, 
"- | Than they before by nice Diſtinttions gain'd. 
Yet I to ſome but Common things diſclote ; 
To ſome my Grace peculiar Notions ſhows. 
P 2 
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In Signs and Dreams ſome read my Sacred Will: 
Some I with Myſtick Revelations fill. 2361 
Books: ſpeak to all alike, but all alike 
Can't on the Point of Holy Learning ſtrike. 

_ I only teach them Inward Truths, and I (ſry : 
Search all their Hearts, and all their Thoughts de- 
I give their Undertakings juſt Succeſs ; 

And, as I judg it beſt, with varions Favours bleſs. 


XLIV. 
Neither make thy ſelf over wiſe. 


Chriſt. 
Y Son, ſometimes a learned Ignorance 
Will more thy Intereſts advance, (yire, 
Than all that Learning which vain Worlds ad- 
Tobe quite Crucifi*d to Earth below, 2371 
An Ear quite deaf to Sirens Charms to ſhow, 
More Pleaſures, more Delights will give, 
Than high in Honours Throne to live, 
Thy Soul with better Thoughts of endleſs Peace inſpire. 
| Turn, O turn thy Eyes away 
From thoſe Offences brutiſh Fools may lay 
Before thee : Leave them to their vain Conceits: 
He's happier, who from noiſy Jars retreats, 


I Than 
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Than He who hopes, alas in vaia ! 2380 
I He may a barbarous Age reſtrain, 
Stand well with God : If God but ſmile on Thee ; 
Then Fools, of Conqueſts proud, may ſee 
They*ve only gain'd an Inauſpicious Victory, 


Ce 
Bleſt God, to what a paſs the World is come ! 
Men mourn for Croſles, 
| And lament their Loſſes 
By Sea, by Land, Abroad, at Home, 
Spend tedious Days and Nights, 
And renounce their Lives Delights,2390 
To get a poor Subſiſtence here ; 
But of their Souls they never dream, 
Their Souls ! a melancholick trifling Theme ! 
re, For them they'd not an Angel's Warnings hear : 
d- They hunt for Shadows, and for Flies, 
7 And the One neceſſary thing deſpile ; 
Bent all on outward Follies, thoughtleſs all, 
Unleſs a Gracious God their flying Senſe recal. 


XLV. 
The Simple believeth every Word. 


- Bel. Clnce Human Health and Helps are vain, 
Lord, let me thy Aſſiſtance gain ! 2450 


Of promisg?d Aids I oft have fail'd ; 
Fr 3 Whzre 
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Where none were promisd, oft prevaild. 
Men are cſlential Vanity ; 
But all our Health and Hope's in Thee. 
Bleſt be my Lord, my God, in All 
Which on his faithful Servants fall. 
But loſt, infirm, unſtable We, 
A Maſs of dull Miſtakes and Mutability ! 
What happy Man ſo wiſely keeps 
His Soul ; He neither nods nor ſleeps; 2419 
Rarely miſtakes, 15 ne're perplext, 
Nor with Events ſurprizing vext ? 
He, who has fixt his Heart on Thee, 
Alone can from thoſe Rubs be free : 
He when in Sorrow's Chains involv'd, 
By Thee ſhall have his Bonds diſſoly*d. 
None ere was loſt, or caſt aſide, 
Who on thy kind Supports rely'd : 
Friends may deceive Us; Thou alone 
Art always Faithful, always One. 2420 


O were it ſo but once with Me, 

My Hopes ſecurely built on Thee ! 
My Heart no ſilly Fears would move, 
And Words of Spite would idle prove. 
Who can all future Ills foreſee ? 

Or who from ſudden Wounds be free ? 
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I, who to glorying Language yield, 

Am hurt, becauſe without a Shield, 

Men are but frail, alas ! decay'd ; 

Tho by our Flatterers Angels made, 2439 

Whom ſhouldI credit, Lord, but Thee, 

Thou great Eternal Verity? 

But Men are Liars, changing, weak, 

And vainlyat#, and vainlyſpeak, 

[e Falſly with neareſt Neighbours deal; (conceal. 
And with their Oily Words their venom'd Hearts 


That I ſhould of Mankind beware, 
And of the Adverſary's Snare, 
And thoſe who cry, Lo bere! Lo there, 
Thou oft haſt made thy Servant hear. 2440 
My Duty now I dearly know, 
O may l better, wiſer grow, 
Watch o're my Words, and ner confide 
_- Another ſhould my Follies hide ! 
Leſt, when l think Pm ſafe, betray'd, 
I ſhould a common Feſt be made. 
O grant me thy Protection, Lord, 
From treacherous Brutes and Hands abhorr'd ! 
From Me deceitful Words remove, 2450 
My Lips with honeſt Truth improve ; 


P 4 It's 
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It's Truth I would in others find, 
O mayn't 1 be my Self to Zies inclin'd* 


From Tatling and Credulity, 
| And Words which out unguarded fly, 
He'll keep Himſelf, who'd Peace purſue, 
And He'll reveal Himſelf to few. 
To Thee, great Lord of Hearts, he flies, 
| | No windy Words his Soul ſurprize, 
| But in his Thoughts and all his Deeds, 2469 
| , Heby thy ſacred Will proceeds. 

That I may keep thy Grace Divine, 

I ſhan't for fond Applauſe deſign, 

Nor vulgar Air ; but carefully 
My Soul to Life reform'd, and purer Zeal apply. 


Man, bloated up with empty Praiſe, 

May like a ſiemy Meteor blaze, 

But ſoon as ſhooting Stars appear, 

And fall from his exalted Sphere. 

But who in private ſpends his Days, 1 


Not gaining but deſerving Praiſe, 
File thro* his Chriſtian Courſe walks all in peace- 
tul Ways. 


XL.VL. 
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XLVI. 


Eſteeming the Reproaches of Chriſt greater Riches 
than the Treaſures of Egypt. 


Chriſt. 
N Me, 44 Son, fix all thy Pains and Care, 
For empty Words are only empty Air. 
If Conſcience ſting, to mend thy Life prepare 3 
If not, think what thou for thy God could'ſt bear: 
Frighted with Words, canſt thou contend with 
Blows ? 
Thy ſelfi/b Thoughts thy beſt Reſolves oppoſe. 
Scar'd with Reproach, Fig-leaves thy Guilt would 
uſe, 2479 
And with atrifling Plea thy Coward Heart excuſe. 


O 


Look thro* thy Boſom then! O ſearch it well 
Cloſe there the World and vain Aﬀections dwell ; 
Loth to be humbled, or to bluſh for Sin, (in. 
Thou ſhow'ſt that World ſtill lives and reigns with- 
| Hear Me ! thow'lt all inferiour Scandal ſlight, 
Tho Malice ſhould her utmoſt Force excite. 
How ſhould they hurt thee, Son ? deſpiſe them all! 
They from thyHead can't make one ſingle Hair to fall. 


God's 
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God's Fear and Wiſdom ſcorns the World's DiC. 

And ſober Faith will common Fears efface, (8race, 

I, the great Judg, Mens common Practice know, 

Who bears the Injury,& who gives the Blow. 2.490 

L all the Thoughts of gloomy Hearts reveal, 

Yet from themſelves the ſecret Teſt conceal, 
While to my Sentence Gu#/t and Innocence appeal. 


Mens Judgments fail, but mine unchang'd remain, 
Obſcure to Fools, to Men of Wiſdom plain. 
To Mine then, not thy Own Deci/zons ſtand. 
The Juſt ynmov'd may Fate's laſt Force command, 
Unvex?d with Malice, and unſhock'd with Lies 
Not Pride but Reaſon is his Exerciſe, 2499 
He knows [I ſearch the Heart, and try the Reins, 
No falſe Appearance e're my Doom reſtrains ; 
What Fools as Charity and Vertue prize, 

Caſts but an ugly Shade in my ſeverer Eyes. 


Bcl. laſt Mighty Judg ! Dear patient Lord, 
To me thy Faith and Strength afford ; 
Thon knowſt our frail Corruptions all, 
How ſhort my Senſe and Wifdom fall ; 
Thou knowlſt what's to my Self unknown, 
{ then ſhould thy Chaſtiſements own. 


Mercy 
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Mercy to Me, O Mercy ſhow, 2510 

And Pardon and thy Grace beſtow ! 

Thy Mercy's more indulgent far 

Than all our vain Excuſes are. 

Tho not ſelf-conſcious, I ſhould be 

Unſfit to plead my Cauſe with Thee 

Without that Mercy, / and Al (fall. 
Beneath the weighty Strokes of diſmal Vengeance 


XLVII. 


For when He is tried, He ſhall receive the Crown 
of Life. 


Chriſt. 
$a not, my Son, thoſe Sufferings born for Me, 
Thoſe Sorrows thy tyrannic Conquerors be, 
But let my Promiſe ſtrengthen, comfort Thee, 2520 


[ can beyond the largeſt Thoughts repay ; 
Sorrows continue but for one ſhort Day; 


Wait humbly, and they fly on Wings away, 


The Time ſhall come when all that Pain and Noiſe 
Shall ceaſe, which now thy inward Peace deſtroys ; 
That*s ſhort which only Time's ſhort Bounds employs, 


Up ! 
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Up! riſe to work ! with earneſt Toils regard 
My Vineyard ! then I'll be thy great Reward ; 
Write, Read, Sigh, Sing, Pray, Ceaſe, thy Paſſions 
(guard ! 
Such Exerciſe with Manly Courage bear ! 2530 
That glorious Crown which thou at laſt ſhalt wear, 
More Dangers may, and ſharper Toils, endear, 


I ſee, I ſeethe bleſt approaching Day! 
No Night ſhall its Eternal Beams allay, 
But thee to Reſt and endleſs Peace convey. 


Hholl from this Load of Death deliver Me ! 
How long ſhall I a mournful Pilgrim be ! 
Such Cries ſhall never more be heard from thee: 


Death then ſhall yield, and LZife for ever laſt, 
Thy cheerful [Jays no Sorrow's Wormwood taſte, 


With ſweet Society and Splendor grac'd. 2541 


O couldſt Thou ſee the Saints immortal Crown ! 
The Saints, whom ſenſleſs Worlds of old bore down, 
Their preſent Honours, and their vaſt Renown, 


Thov'di 
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Thowdlit ſoon be humble ; ſcorn the Joys beneath ; 
For God's dear ſake embrace approaching Death, 
And,tho by Men deſpis'd, Celeſtial Honours breathe, 


Knew'ſt Thou but This, could this thy Heart poſſeſs, 
Thou'dit ner complain, but think thy Sufferings leſs, 
Compar'd with thy ſuperiour Happineſs. 2550 


& Heav'n gain'd or loſt, is of a vaſt Concern ; 


541 


Look up then ! thro? the Clouds thy Lot diſcern ! 
Mine and my Saints advancing Glories learn. 


We, whoendur'd ſo many Wounds of old, 
Peace now and Joys in full Poſleſſion hold, 
In my Eternal Father's Royal Liſts cnrolPd, 


XLVII. 


For the Things which are ſeen are Temporal, and 
the Things which are not ſeen are Eternal. 


Believer, 
| Salem, with Immortal Glories light ! 
O Day for ever ever bright ! 
Free from Clouds, and free from Night ! 


Where 


— {I 
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Where Truth's the Sun, and ſheds his gladſom Rays, 
Where he diffuſes cheerful Days, 2561 
And the ſame unchanging ſtays; 
Sink wretched World ! O Day Eternal ſhine, d 
That Saints may bask in Beams Divine ! 
And may their bleſt Lot be Mine. 
Thoſe Days the Saints at Reft with gladneſs know 3 
We find theſe bitter here below, 
Full of Miſchief, full of Wo: 
Wer here defil'd with Sins, with Luſts enſnar*d, 
With Bugbear-Dreams and Terrors har'd, 2579 
And with endleſs Dangers ſcar'd. 
Wild with too curious Thoughts, and Fancies vain, 
Oppreſt with Errors weighty Chain, 
Rack*d with Wants, and torn with Pain, 
Or broke with ſoft delights,& all theTempter”s train, 


© \ 


When ſhall theſe Ills be paſt ? my Soul be free 
From Sins extream Servility, 
So to think, Dear Lord, on Thee ? 
When ſhall I bathe in Joys immortal Springs ? 
And free from wretched Worldly Things, 258e 
Mount on Freedom's airy Wings ? 
When ſhall my Peace be ſolid, full, ſecure, 
And firm on every ſide endure, 
And my Saviour's Smiles procure ? 


When, 
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And make Thee all in all to Me, 
And for ever reign with Thee ? 


Now I 4 poor, a baniſh'd Wretch appear, 


And now a thouſand Sorrows bear, 
While by Foes ſurrounded here. 
Ah to an Exile, Lord, ſome Comfort give ! 
From Woes my wretched Heart retrieve ! 
For in Thee my Wiſhes live. 


Eartl's Comforts are uneaſy Weights to Me, 
I long, Dear Lord, I pant for Thee, 
Ah how ineffecually. 


TLE—_—_— —— ———_ 


When, Lord, ſhall I thy Kingdom's Glories ſee 'W 


2599 


Dull Earth, wild Paſſions check my Towring Soul, 


When I'd the lower World controul, 
Luſt, alas! ſubdues Me whole, 
Thus Civil Wars diſtra& my tortur*d Breaſt, 
My Mind, by Rebel Luſts oppreſt, 
Loſes all its private Reſt. 


26050 


How great's my Torment while my Mind aſpires 


To Heav*n, but Carnal baſe Deſires 

Quench the ſacred riſing Fires ! 

O don't in Wrath thy wretched Servant view ! 
But with thy pointed Shafts purſue, 

And my ſtruggling Luſts ſubdue ! 
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Give Me but Wiſdom, I'll the World deny, | 


And thoſe Ideas vain which fly 2610 
In my crazy Brain defy. 
Save Me, O endleſs Truth, from Vanity ; ( 
O come, ſweet Jeſus, come to Me ! 
All my Luſts willfly from Thee. \ 


Pardon, O pardon, Lord, my wandring Mind, 
Which, when for earneſt Prayers deſign'd, 
Can ſuch fooliſh Objedts find ! 1 
I love the World too well ; and Thoughts will fly 
Where c're the vain Afﬀections lie ; 
And the Tempter's always nigh. 2620 
Oft with my Lips I pray, when, Lord, my Heart 
Will from that holy Duty ſtart, 
And from Thee, my God, depart. 


Truth ſpoke the Word, The Treaſure bolds the Mind, 
The Good are all to Heaven inclin'd, 
But I with worldly Glory blind. 
[ love the Fleſh, and fleſhly Things purſue, 
But could the Spirit the Fleſh ſubdue, 
To my God [ ſhould be true. 
Of what I love 1 love to talk and bear, 2630 
And home the fair Ideas bear, 
And eſteem them always dear. 


10 


20 
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Bleſt, Lord, is He who leaves the World for Thee, 


And by a perfect Vidory, 


Lives from Nature's Furies free. 


Calm is his Conſcience, and his Prayers are pure, 


And He's of Angels Bliſs ſecure, (dure: 


Nor can the Thoughts again of worthleſs Earth ens 


XLIX. 


I have fought a good Fight—henceforth there res 


mains for me a Crown of Righteouſneſs. 


Chriſt. 
Y Son, 
Since from above thou feel'ſt a ſacred Flame; 
(For from above thoſe holy Ardours came) 2649 
Long'lt to be gone, and with a cloudleſs Eye 
To ſee my Face, and graſp Eternity, 
Enlarge thy Heart, and with a vaſt Deſire 
Blow up thy Wiſhes, and advance thy Fire 
Thank,thank thy God,whoſe kind indulgent Love, 
To viſit Thee, ſtoops from thoſe Realms above, 
Enflames thy Soul, and with a powerful Hand 
Supports thy Heart, and makes thee firmly ſtand, 
This neither from thy Thought,nor Labour flows; 
But wondrous Grace the wondrous Boon beſtows, 
26509 
Q To 
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To make thy Yalour ſhine more dreadful bright, 


* To humble Thee before the Ghoſtly Fight, 


And Thee to Godlike Loves and holy Works excite, 


The Fire may burn, but Smoke attends the Flame: 


And holy Souls whofe inward Fervours aim 
At heavenly Bliſs, yet never hope to be 


From fleſhly Luſts or dark Temptations free. 
They love their God, but with fevere Allays, 


Nor can thy Fire without tncumbrance blaze 
Fleſh has its own Convenience firſt in view, 


2665 


And cawt with perfect Love Eternal Joys purſue, 


Ask not abundance, nor Delights for Thee, 
But what accepted with thy God may be, 


Think well! Thowlt find my Orders wiſer far 


Than all thy Wiſhes or Attainments are. 


I knaw thy Wiſhes, and have heard thy Groans, 
Thou long'ſt tor Palaces and glittering Thrones 
Shining with endleſs Joys, and fix'd on high, 
Where God's bleſt Sons enjoy their Liberty. 


But ſtay a whule ! To Day's a time for Fight, 


2679 


For Pains and Trials; thou wouldft glut thy fight 
With baundleſs Good, but muſt thy Heats rebate, 
I only AM; for my approaching Kingdom wait. 


Thon 


ll. 


, 
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DE CC_— 


þ Thou muſt be longer exercigd and tri'd, 
Have Comforts here, but not be fatisfi'd : 
ie: | Take Courage then ; be ſtrong to do, to bear, 
A Man quite new, a Man quite chang'd appear ; 
Renounce thy Will; and oft againſt it move z 
Not Thine bat other Mens Deſigns improve : 
They ſhall be heard when all thy Prayers are loſt, 
They ſhall but ask and have, thy Words and Hopes 
66 be croſt. 2681 


They ſhall be talk'd of, Thou in Silence die ; 
They truſted, uſeleſs Thou and flighted lie. 
Nature will flinch at thts 3 but bravely born, 
Victorious Silence will thy Life adorn. 
God's Servant Thas, Fhus muſt his Son be taught; 

5, | Thus to deny and rule Himſelf be brought: 

$s | It's to be nibrtifi'd indeed to fee 

And fuffer what's ſo hard, my Son, to Thee ; 

And, tho fubjefted to a Power Divine, 2690 : 


It's hard rebelttions Nature to conhne, 


Ind the reſiſting Will to God's Commands reſign. 4) 


Weigh then, my Son, the Fruits of all thy Pains, 
Their ſwift Concluſion, and their mighty Gains. 


108 | 
Q 5 Such 
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Such Meditations will no Wounds procure, 
But raiſe thy Courage, and thy Heart obdure. 
Thy Will, here quitted, ſhall be gain'd above, 
There thou?lt obtain thy Wiſhes and thy Love. 
Good thou ſhalt have, and never fear to loſe, 2655 
Thy Will, as Mine, no private Intereſt chuſe ; 
None ſhall reſiſt Thee there, nor ſtop thy Way, 
But to thy utmoſt Hopes thy Soul convey. 


PII give thee Honours for Diſgraces paſt, 

For Sorrows Praiſes, and a Throne to laſt, 
Tho when on Earth beneath the meaneſt caſt. 
Thus ſhall the Fruits of juſt Obedience ſhine, 
And humbleſt Penitents obtain Rewards Divine. 


O then to human juſt Commands ſubmit, 
Beneath their Laws with humble Patience ſit, 
Thy King's, thy Friends, thy Parents, Paſtor's Wi 
Take well, and with ſincere Addreſs fulfil. 271 
Let Brutes in various ways their Thoughts engaz! 
Enjoy the Praiſes of a flattering Age, 

Brag of a thouſand Honours, ſpread their Fames 
And to the Stars exalt their lofry Names : 
Boaſt nct of ſuch Atchievements, but when Gra 
Makes Self to God reſign its darling place 3 
Come Life,come Death,let Love thyHeart enflan 
And in new Hymns of Praiſe thy gracious Lord pri 
claim, 
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L. 


| Turn Thee unto Me, and have Mercy on Me, for 
I am deſolate and afflicted. 


Bel. .Y God, dear holy Father! may 2720 
_ My Soul Eternal Bleſſings pay 
ty To Thee, whoſe juſt Reſolyes have ſtood, 
Whoſe Deeds are always kind and good. 
Let Me, bleſt Lord, rejoice in Thee, 
But not in other Xen nor Me, 
Thou, Lord, canſt all my Hopes employ, 
My Crown, my Glory, and my Joy, 
a Ah, to what can I pretend, 
But what God himſelf muſt ſend ! 
All is thine, from thee it flow'd; 25730 
But my Age is, Lord, beſtow'd 


WI All in Sorrows, all in Tears, 

= All in tedious Doubts and Fears, 

Sb) . While the Tyrant Luſt appears, 

mes Lord, give thy Childrens Peace to Me, 
Who feed in Comforts light with Thee ! 

ral Thy Peace, thy heavenly Gifts infuſe, 


And I'll thy Holy Gifts produce, 
Jan And all to ſing thy Praiſes uſe. 


Q 3 
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But ſhouldſt Thou, dear Lord, withdraw, 
I ſhould ſoon forget thy Law : 2741 
Such a Change would make me droop, 
Make me tremble, make me ſtoop ; 

Not as when I felt the Streams 

$ ) Of thy Mercies lively Beams, 

And beneath thy Wings could be 

From delign'd Temptations free. 


The Time, O righteous Father*s, now 
Which muſt thy faithful Servant prove, 
This happy Moment, Lord, will ſhow 275 

My ſuffering, patient, laſting Love. 
That Time, Dear Father ! known of old 
To Thee, has laid its hands on Me, 
When outward Woes my Lite ſhould hold, 
But {till my Heart ſhould live to Thee, 
F, tho groſly ſlighted here, 
I the weight of Paſſions bear, 
Yet from thence ſhould quickly riſe, 
And above the lofty Skies 
Bask in thy refulgent Eyes. 2760 
Thus thy Word of old ordains it, 
[Thus my preſent State explains it, 
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! 
« Lord, it's a Friendly Teft of Love 


When l repeated Sorrows prove ; 

From thy All-gniding Providence 

The great Events on Earth commence. 

I for my Good thy Scourge have known, 

Now better, wiſer, humbler grown, 
Tho Confuſion hides my Face 
] implore thy ſaving Grace, 2770 
And thy Judgments deeps admire, 
While the Good and Bad expire ; 
Since thy prudent Orders ſhew 
Equity and Mercy too. 


15 


I, Lord, thy gforious Name adore, 
Tho compalſs'd round with: mighty Foes, 
Since I thy heavy Laſhes bore; 
And inward Pangs and ontward Woes. 
Great Phyſician, Lord, of Souls, 
Thou whoſe Hand our Hearts controuls, 
None above and none below 2781 
Can ſuch Wounds and Balms beſtow. 
Thon to Hell canfſt caſt me'down, 
Thou my Eife with Health canſt crown ; 
All the Sufferings laid on Me, 
All my Comforts flow from Thee, 


Q 4 
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In thy bleſt Hands, Dear Father, I 
Beneath thy Rod's CorreQtion lie 
Laſh, cut me deep! that I may be 
In all ſubmiſſive, Lord, to Thee; 2790 
Make me Obedient, Humble, Meek, 
That I thy Will alone may ſeek. 
My Self I yield, my All to Thee, 
Here, not hereafter, puniſh Me ! 
Thou knowſt my Conſcience thronghly, Lord, 
Each brooding Thought. each winged Word. 
Paſt, Preſent, Future Matters lie 
At once before thy piercing Eye, 
Thou my Intereſt only knowſt, 
What to purge my Ruſt it coſt. 280; 
Let me, Lord, thy Subje&t be; 
Work thy Pleaſure, Lord, on Me ! 
Ner deſpiſe Me, ne'r negle& Me, 
Nor for Nature's Taint reje&t me ; 
I thy Juriſdiction own, 
] to Thee am throughly known. 


Lord, teach Me what I ought to know, 
And Love to lovely things to ſhow, 
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To praiſe what only pleaſes Thee, 

True Worth in what thou loveſt to ſee, 2810 

While what Thou hat*ſt grows vile to Me. 
Let me never judg by ſight, 

90 Nor inempty Tales delight ; 

Wiſdom's Methods let me learn, 

And ſuperiour Things diſcern 

From thoſe little Toys below, 


And thy Laws exaQtly know. 
Y Mens Senſes oft in Judgment fail, 
And Toys on Earthy Minds prevail, 
Who only graſp at what they ſee, 2825 
And ſcorn Inviſibility ; 
bs Who, tho the Rabble lift them high, 


May ſtill in common Ordure lie. 
For when Cheats the Cheaters praiſe, 
When the Vain their Fellows raiſe, 

When the Blind conducts the Blind, 
When the Weak's a Guide delign'd, 

All's Deceit from firſt to laſt, 

All their Praife an empty Blaſt: 

For a Man's repute ſhould be 2830 

Only as He's priz'd by Thee, 
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LI. 
Who hath deſpis'd the Day of ſmall things ? 


Chriſt, 
© Y Son, (ſhine, 
Tho now thy inward Flames ſupreamly 
Thy Prayers are Raptures,and thy Flights Divine ; 
Yet Nature's Weakneſs oft will Zure thee down, 
And Life's rough Cares thy ſoaring Fancies drown ; 
The Heart ſtill of its mortal Load complains, 
And needs muſt groan beneath its ſlaviſh Chains, 
Since cramp'd ſo oft when it attempts the Skies, 
And would to heavenly things,and lofty Subjects riſe. 


With humble Thoughts then Holy Works purſue, 
Tilt coming I thy ſmother'd Flames renew, 2841 
With heavenly Dews refreſh the drowthy Plains, 
Bleſs thee with Peace,& break thy weighty Chains. 
ThyHeart enlarg'd thro Scripture-Vails ſhall rove, 
And Thou to run my holy Ways ſhall love : 
Till ſure, what e're thy preſent Sufferings are, 
They can't with heavenly BliG, and. future Crowns 
compare. 


LIt, 
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LI. 


I have born Chaſtiſement, I will not offend 
any more. 


Behever. 
3 ORD,Vm unworthy of thy Comforts & thy Love, 
J And thou mayſt juſtly from my wreched Heart 
: remove; 
Vaſt Seas of flowing Tears could never make me 
pure, 2850 
Mygreat,my crying Sins might all thyPlagues endure; 
But bonndleſs Goodneſs, Lord, and Mercy lives 
with Thee, 
And thy ſupporting Hand thy fading Creatures ſee. 
| Thou mak'ſt my drooping Soul thy wondrous Com- 
: forts know, (low. 
And find how far they paſs our weak Attempts be- 


What can I do, my God, to gain thy heavenly Grace, 
: So flow to Penitence, ſo ſwift in Satan's Race ? (vey 
I nothing, Lord, can plead, if thou my Crimes ſur. 
But Hell and helliſh Flames muſt all my Guilt repay. 
I know I merit, Lord, thy utmoſt Hate & Scorn, 2860 
Nor can my Name among thy Holy Saints be born. 


Harſh 
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Harſh tho the Reckoning prove, I muſt the Teſt en- 


' dure, (procure, 
If Pd thy Mercies Springs, thy Comforts Streams 


What ſhall I ſay when at thy dreadful Bar accus'd ? 
Vhat can a Sinner plead,with inward Guilt confus'd ? 
Pre finn'd great God, Pue ſinn'd ;, O Mercy, we 


ſhow ! | 
Olet my Eyes a while with unfeign'd Waters flow, | 
E're I to Death's black Shades, the Lands of Darkneſs \ ' 
0! 
A comtrite kumble Heart thy Bar for Sin demands, ' 
1n true Repentance all our hope of Pardon ſtands, 
That ftills thoſe rugged Storms which o're the Con- 
fcience roll, 2871 
Our dying Gifts repairs, & ſhields the trembling Soul 
From Judgment's dreadful Flames, till delug'd round 
with Sweets, 


The Soul its ſmiling God in Love's Embraces meets, 


A contrite Heart to Thee's a nobler Sacrifice (riſe; 
Than all thoſe Odours which from fuming Incenſe 
Sweet as thoſe fragrant Oils which waſh'd thy ſacred 
Feet, 2878 
And as it's humble muſt thy conſtant Favours meet, 
Thy Arms a Refuge ſure from Helliſh Rage appear, 
And our Pollutions all thy flowing Mercies clear. 


k I 


C 
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LIIL 


Love not the World, neither the T hings of 
the Warld. 


Chriſt. 
M* Smiles are pure, my Son, unmix'd with thoſe 
Poor Comforts which inferiour Things diſ- 
cloſe ; 

Wouldſt thou obtain them? Caſt thy Clogs alde, 
Thy Self within thy private Chambers hide; 
There with thy God, not Men, Diſcourſes hold, 
Thy Mind and Conſcience there with Sighs unfolds 
Laugh at the World ; that ſweet Receſs prefer 
Before a King's invidious Charadter. 
For Mine and worldly Loves thou ne'r canſt find 
A Time of leiſure, or ag caſy Mind. 2890 
From fondeſt Friends, and Earth's Incumbrance 
There thou mayſt dedicate thy ſelf to Me, (free, 
And like a Stranger and a Pilgrim move 

Thro? waſtful Deſarts here to Canaan's Reſtabove. 


With what ſtrangeJoys that happy Man may die, 
Whoſe Thoughts diſcharg'd from Earth's En- 
gagements lie, 


Words can't expreſs, nor curious Arts deſcry. 
The 
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The real Saint the World's Concerns will leave, 
And chiefly fears Self ſhould Himſelf deceive. 
Subdue thy Self, thowlt ſoon the World ſubdue, 
That Conqueſt only is a Conqueſt true. 2901 
He who his ſenſual part by Reaſon guides, ; 


Then with his Reaſon to his Lord ſubſides, 
O're Earth,& ore himſelf a King triumphant rides. 


Wouldſt thou reach this ? Then like a Man begin, 
And lay the Ax cloſe to the Roots of Sin. 
Hew down Sejf-love, and every Thought inclin'd 
To vulgar Bliſſes, or the Creature-kind. 
Self-love alone the Little World confounds;, 2909 
That maſter'd, Peace the quiet Heart ſurrounds, 
How few compleatly to themſelves cart die ? 7! 
Their Bird-lim'd Wings no gallant Heights can 
But here in common Cares entangled lie; (fly : 
But thoſe who would at large converſe with Me, 
Muſt from deprav'd unruly Paſfions be, 
And from their darling ſelves and Creature-Com- 
forts free. 


i 
j 
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LIV. 


The natural Man recetveth not the things of the 
Spirit of God, 


Chriſt. 
Y Son ! 

Nature and Grace in all their Steps attend, 
Soft is their Motion, and oppos'd their End ; 
Only by men of inward Light perceiv'd : 
Moſt aim at Good, but are, alas ! deceiv'd. 2920 
Sly Nature has a thouſand Arts and Snares, 
And only for its own Delights prepares. 
Grace 1s ſincere, and all that's ill declines, (qgng; 
Cheats none, but all for God and Godlike Works de- 


Death, Sufferings, and Subjeftion Nature hates, 
Grace ſtruggling Luſt with holy Art rebates 3 
Fain would be humble, and would fain obey, 

And not at large in fteſhly Defarts ſtray; 

Love's Diſcipline, and on its Good would reſt, 
And for his ſake it ſelf of Self diveſt. 2930 
Nature for Pleaſure ſeeks, and ſeeks for Gain; 
Grace only would the Publjick Good maintain. 


Nature 


a. 
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Nature ſeeks Honour with exalted Eyes, 
While Grace its Honours due to God alone applies. 


Nature Confuſion and Reproaches fears, 

Grace Shame, with Pleaſure, for its Saviour bears, 
Nature loves Slothfulneſs and lazy Reſt ; 

Grace thinks it ſelf in conſtant Labours bleſt. 
Nature muſt have the Gay, the Brisk, the Fair, 
And will againſt the Poor, the Mean declare; 2940 
But Grace in honeſt humble Things delights, 
And neither old nor homely Garments lights. 
Natare loves preſent Things, and lawleſs Gains, 
And of the ſmalleſt Loſs or Wrong complains. 
Grace loves eternal things; a Loſs can bear, 

And for a Scandal ſcorns to ſpend a Tear ; 

Has fix*d its Treaſures high above the Skies, 

And thither nobly raisd, with eager ſwiftneſs flies, 


Sharp Nature graſps at All, ne'r gives but takes, 
And Private Intereſt its Idol makes. 2959 
Grace kind and free, no private Intereſt makes, 
And pleas'd with little, rather gives than takes. 
Nature at little Creature-Comfort flies, 

Loves Wandrings, inborn Luſts, and Vanities. 
Grace draws to God and Good, the World abjures, 
The Bluſh for roving innate Luſts endures. 
Nature 


LO 
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Nature for outward ſenſual Joys enquires, 
Grace Comfort only from its Lord deſires, 


And tow'rds a God unſeen, unſeen Delights 


aſpires, 


Nature walks all in profitable ways, 2960 
Gives, as it Fancies, either Votes or Praiſe, 
But all its Merits with exa&neſs weighs. 


Grace atits God, its ſole Rewarder, aims, 
Nor more of temporary Pleaſure claims, (Flames. 


Than what may ſerve to feed pure Loves eternal 


Nature, of Friends and great Relations proud, 
Proclaims its Honours and its Birth aloud, (qgyy/q, 
And fawns on Greatneſs when with Wealth en- 


Grace ſeeks no worldly Friends, but loves its Foes, 
No worth in Place or Birth, but Yertue knows, 2970 
And with poor faithful Innocence will cloſe. 


The Rich, the Mighty, the Deceitful Slights, 
The Good to Godlike Excellence excites ; 

Nature with Want ſinks down, no Want pure Grace 
afrights. 


Nature 
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Nature it ſelf regards, it ſelf defends : 

Grace, by good ways, to God its Source aſcends ; 
Proudly on no #nherent Good preſumes, 

Nor high above the wiſer World aſſumes. 

But all its vigorous apprehenſive Wit 

Will to its God and Wiſdom's Teſt fubmit. 298: 
Nature would Secrets know, and News would hear, 
And much in ſtrange Experiments appear 

Loves Admiration much, and gapes for Praiſe. 
Grace ſeeks no Novelties, nor curions Ways 3 
Grace knows the World corrupt & poor remains, 
No new, no real laſting Good contains. 

Grace ſhows us how we may our Luſts reſtrain, 
Vain Compliments and pompous Words diſcain; 
True inward Worth conceals with humble Eyes, 
And to God's Honour all its Means applies; 299 
Would have that God, and not it ſelf be praisd, 
Whoſe Goodneſs all its Force from leſs than nothing 
rals'd, 


Grace isa Beam of God's ſuperiour Light, 
Bright Emanation from a Fountain bright, 
EleQtion's Seal, Pledg of Eternal Reſt, 

Parent of heavenly Loves which warm the Breaſt. 


And 


t 
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God yet will more and greater Grace infuſe 


9s; F Tillin the Man within his ſacred Form renews, 


uh © 


And when it Rebel-Nature's Force ſubdues, 
I 


LV. 
98: Te were by Nature the Children of Wrath : 
But by Grace je are ſaved, 


ear, 
Fel, HOU haſt, Dear God, created Me 
Thy Image and thy Son to be; 

4 Send Me, O ſend Me needful Grace, 

* Þ And[lthy faving Health embrace ! 

Then Pll Nature's Force ſubdue, 

bn Which would Sin and Death purſue. 
. I find a carnal Law within | 
| 6 Which leads my Captive Soul to Sin, 3000 
F Againſt my better Thoughts rebels, | 
* Till Grace the ſtruggling Fury quells, c 

* | And the bright ſpreading Flame my inward 


Gloom diſpels. 


I want thy Grace, thy wondrous Grace, 
To check malignant Nature's Race. 
Nature in Adam faiPd of old, 

From thence the dire Infection rolÞ'd : 


d = 3 And 


2 ——— 
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And what was Perfect once and Pure, 
Muſt now Corruption's Chains endure. 
Nature, to its ſelf reſign'd, 3010 
Is to all that's i inclin'd ; 
And, with nobleſt Qualities, 
Like a Spark in Aſhes lies, 
This is our boaſted Senſe, around 
Envelop'd with a Gloom profound - 
Knows Good, and Ill, and Falſe, and True, 
But can't its wiſer Thoughts purſue, 
Since of Light from Faith deriv'd, 
And of ſoundeſt Loves depriv*d. 


Hence, Lord, thy Laws my Soul delight, 392: 
Thy Precepts, Holy, Juſt and Right. 
Teach Me from every Sin to fly, 
But, ah! my Body laviſhly 
To Sin's, not Reaſons Rules, ſubmits ; 
And when e're in wiſer Fits 
I ſome nobler End propoſe, 
Wayward Nature backward goes; 
All my Thoughts abortive prove, 
And I loſe my Heart and Love. 
Hence I Perfection's Way can ſee, 3939 
And what my Works and End ſhould be; 
Put, by Corruption's weight oppreſt, 
Still in common Weakneſk reſt. 


Wc - 


- 
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To Good inclind, for Grace I call 
To Try, to Hold, to Finiſh All. 
1 All, when that aſliſts, can do, 
Without it nothing Good purſue, 
Dear heavenly Gift! God's welcome Smile ! 
Without which Nature's Gifts are vile ; 
Art, Wealth, Strength, Beanty, Language, Senſe, 
From Gracealone their Worth commence. 3541 
Good and Bad partake of thoſe, 
Love from Grace abundant flows, 
Both the Saint's bright Crown compoſe, 
Both the Paths of Life diſcloſe ; 
Love the greateſt Grace excels, 
Prophecies and Miracles, 
Knowledg, Faith and Hope may fail, 


But holy Love will ina future World prevail, 


Bleft Heavenly Grace ! which cant the Poor 

In Mind, with Godlike Vertues ſtore; 43251 
Canſt humble both the Rick and Great: 

O come! in Me O take thy Seat! 

My Breaſt with Heavenly Comforts $1), 

And in thy Soul thy Sweets diſtil ! 


R 3 


Lg 


ts 
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O grant me Favour, Lord, with Thee ! 


Should Nature?s Gifts defeCtive be, 

Thy Grace would prove enough for Me. 

Poſleſt by Grace, I ſcorn to fear 

The Tempter's Arts, or Sufferings here. 3060 

In Grace my Courage, Lord, is laid, 

That gives Me Comfort, ſends Me Aid, 
Quells my trembling Enemies, 
And out-wits the worldly Wiſe. 

Truth's Miſtreſs, Queen of Diſcipline ! 

Solace of Mourners ! Beam Divine ! 

Bold Conqueror of Doubts and Fears, 

, Devotion's Nurſe ! Parent of Tears! 

Meer rotten Wood or Stubble, I 

Without it worthleſs, uſeleſs lie. 3070 
Lord, by thy preventing Grace | 
Guide my Sublunary Race z 

For Jeſus ſake my Soul embrace, 

Tilll in holy Works my whole Enjoyment place ! 


LVI. | 

Ths is the Way, walk in it, 

Chriſt. | 

O far, my Son, as Thou thy ſelf canſt leave, 


Df So far may I thy pious Vows receive. 
Re Leave 
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Leave all without, and inward Peace ſecure ; 
; Leave Self within, and of thy God be ſure. 
With perfed Self-denial yield to Me, 
From baſe Reluctance, and from Murmurs free, 30$5 
60 if Lo! I the Life, the Truth, the certain Way, 
Come follow Me, and my Commands obey. 


Without the Way thou canſt not go, 
Without the Truth canſt nothing know, c 
Nor live without the Life below. 2 


| am that Way which thou ſhouldſt ſtill purſue, * 
I am that Truth to which Submiſſion's due, & 
I am that Life which muſt thy Life renew. | 
| am that ſafeſt Way which leads thee right, 
Truth undecciving, Truth ſupreamly bright, 3090 
70 & Pure, bleſt, unmade, Eternal Life and Light, 
Walk but in 2, and thou the Truth ſhalt know, 


And, from Encumbrance free, to Life immortal go, 


y | | Keepmy Commands, if thou wouldſt Life obtain , 
Believe Me, if thou real Truch wouldlt gain. 

Put All things off, if Thou wouldlt perfect be ; 
Deny thy Self, if thou wouldſt follow Me : 

For endleſs Bliſs thy preſent Life deſpule, 

Be lowly here, if thou'dſt to Glory riſe 3099 
Take up the Croſs, if Thou with Me wouldit reign: 
Thoſe who embrace the Croſs, ſhall Life's pure Light 
Ve obtain. R 4 Reliever. 
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Believer. 
Dear Jeſus! ſince to walk with Thee, 
I by the World deſpis'd and cruſh'd muſt be, 
Teach Me to ſcorn the World, teach Me to cleave to 
Servants beneath their Maſters are, (Thee! 
And mult to ſuffer with their Lords prepare, 
Life from thy precious Life O let thy Servant ſhare ! 
What ere abroad I read or hear, 
Refreſhments all in that, and nobleſt Joys appear. 


Chriſt, 
My Son, fince Thou ſo much haſt heard and 
known, 3110 
That Knowledg O with holy Praftice crown ! 
He loves Me beſt who knows and keeps my Will, 


His Soul Il with endearing Glories fill, 
And He ſhall reign with Me on Sior's ſacred Hill, 


* Believ. Holy Jeſus ! Deareſt Lord ! 
O perform thy ſacred Word ! 
See ! The Croſs I gladly bear, 
Since thy Hand has laid it here ; 
Thence my better Life ſhall riſe : 
It's my Guide to Paradiſe; 


nd 
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Behiev. 


Lord, Pll bear it, I'll endure it, 
Never, never, Lord, abjure it. 


Forward, Brethren ! let us move ! 
Jeſus now our Guide will prove 

For his ſake the Croſs we bear, 

For his ſake well perſevere. 

He's our Captain, he will aid us, 

And thro? greateſt Dangers lead us. 
Come, let's boldly march behind him, 
We in greatelt Straits ſhall find him, 
While our Duties we deny not, 
While from Wars with Hell we fly not. 


3130 


LVII. 


Count it all Joy when Te fall into arvers 


Temptations. 


Chriſt. 

Son, in humble Patience more delight, 

(Thoſe Vertues, which a World of Woes 
excite) 

Than all that brisk Devotion which appears, 

Jn warm Profeſſors in their calmer Tears, 


Thy 
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Thy Soul why ſhould a petty Scandal tear, 

Which ſhould, unmov'd, the greateſt Scandal bear ? 

Fie ! let it paſs! It's not the firſt or laſt ; 

Life muſt a thouſand ſharper Potions taſte. 31459 

Thou'rt brave, and canſt couragious Thoughts 
diffuſe, 

While like a Hand the diſtant Danger ſhews ; 

But when a ſudden Storm o're-fpreads the Skies, 

Thy Wit and Courage ſinks, and faints, and dies. 

Think then how frail thou art, how ſoon ſubdu'd ; 

To make thee wiſer yet, ſuch Teſts are oft renew?d. 


Thou know'ſt the Truth ; then wretched Fears 
diſdain, 

And uninvolv*d thou may*ſt thy Lot ſuſtain, 
The Teſt with Joy, at leaſt with Patience bear ; 
Repreſs thy Paſſions ; let not others hear 3150 
One Word unfitting from thy Lips proceed, 
Leſt ſuch in weaker Souls ſhould ſcandal breed. 
Grace will both Woes and inward Luſt reſiſt: 
And, as I live, PII ſoon thy Soul aſliſt ; 
With new and greater Comforts viſit Thee, -' 

If Thou with faithful Prayers devoutly call on Me. 


Gird Thee to Sufferings with an caſy Mind, 


Temptations oft in their Effects are kind. 
No 
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No God, no Angel Thou ; but Fleſh and Blood: 


r ! And ſince nor Man, nor purer Angels ſtood; 3160 
Not theſe in Heaven, nor thoſe in Paradiſe, 
49 Some crafty Sin thy Vertues may ſurprize. 


But I the Mourning Soul can raiſe, and thoſe 
Who their own Fralities know, with Godlike Joys 
compole. 


ES. Beſþ Thy Words are ſweeter, Lord, to Me 

d; Than dropping Hony-combs can be. 

1. What ſhould I do in Straits and Woes, 
Did not thy Word my Thoughts compoſe ? 


Ts O may I ſuffer all things here ! 
| May 1 a thouſand Tempeſts bear ! 3170 
If 1at laſt my Port may gain, 
5 If I may endleſs Life obtain. 
50 Olet Me in thy Favours die! 


Let Me to Abrabam's Boſom fly ! 

Thy Servant, Deareſt God, refpe&, 
And to thy Kingdom's Joys thro* peaceful Ways 
direc ! 
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LVIIL 


How unſearchable are his Judgments, ana 
bis Ways paſt finding out ! 


Chriſt. 
Y Son, diſpute not of that Gloom profound, 
Thoſe Deeps which my obſcurer Ways 
furround. 
Ask not why God that Man to Glory choſe, . 3179 
Why This to Hell's dark Flames rejected goes ? 
Why That ſhould under long AﬀiQtions groan, 
And This exalted mount the ſacred Throne ? 
 Fheſe things all humane Senſe ſurpaſs, nor can 
Man's ſhort-lin'd Senſe unfathomable Judgments 
(ſpan, 
If Hell then, or if impions Men diſcloſe 
A curious Humour, thus their Dreams oppoſe : 
God muſt be juſt, and all his fudgments right ; 
Clear are bis fudgments, and his Juſtice bright. 
My Ways are to be fear'd, not vainly ſcann'd, 
Nor can created Senſe beneath the dreadful Burden 
ſtand. 3199 
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Ask not what Grace was on the Saints beſtow?d ? 
Who reigns the Greateſt near their ſmiling God ? 
Diſpute not what their Intereſts are above, 
Nor ſeek by them to gain their Maker's Love. 
Some fondly dote on thoſe extinguiſh'd Lights, 
Such Love not Heaven, but Helliſh Art excites. 
Turn all thy Thoughts, thy zealous Loves on Me, 
I rais'd the Saints to their ſupream degree, 
To them my ſtrong effeftual Grace was free. 
I, not Deſert, their Heads with Honours crown'd, 
TheirWeakneſs my preventing Graces found. 3201 
I knew them &re this World from nothing roſe, 
And them before its firſt Foundations choſe ; 
They choſe not Me ;, but I, by pity mov'd, 
Them thro* corrupted Nature's horrors lov'd, C 
And by Affictions ſureſt Teſt improv'd ; 
With Comforts bleſt, and Perſeverance too, 
And crown'd their Faith at laſt with promis'd Giz- 
ries due. 


The Firſt, the Laſt alike I kindly know, 

And Love alike on all their Souls beſtow. 3210 
I only in my Saints am juſtly prais'd, 

In Them my Name above the Stars is rais'd; 
While 
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While Poor, Unactive, Undeſerving They 

Meer ObjeQs of unbounded Mercy lay. 

Love made *um ONE, & made 'um Lights to Thee, 
And to be follow'd where they cloſely follow'd Me, 


Saints but inſtru& Thee in thy Duty ſtill, 
I, not themſelves, their vaſt AﬀeCtions fill, 
Rapt high, above themſelves, they ever prove 
' Unbounded Bliſſes, and unbounded Love. 3220 
They live unchang'd, while Trath their Souls 
inveſts, | 

And holy Flames enlarge their heavenly Breaſts : 
They ſerve Me only, and in that ſhould be 

Loves and Devotions Patterns to the World & Thee. 


It's not thy Work with curious Art to pry 
Into the Myſtick Secrets of the Sky ; 
What Saints departed do, concerns not Thee ; 
Thy Vows, thy Honours all belong to Me. 
Think how thy Sins in Bulk and Number riſe, 
How little Goodneſs in thy Boſom lies, 3239 
How far Thou mayſt of their Attainments fail, 
Who now on Joy's unſtormy Ocean ſail : 
But don't to them for Grace or Aids repair, 

E oaly aid the Poor, 1 only anfwer Prayer, 


Could 


20 
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They'd ne'r thoſe miſappli'd Devotions bear ; 
They know they merit nothing, nor can do 

What fooliſh Men with foolyh Vows purſue. 

They love their God, their Joys unbounded flow, 
Nor happier by miſguided Worſhip grow. 3240 
Before my Feet their ſtarry Crowns they lay, - 
To him whoever lives ſubmiſly pray, 6 


And to the ſpotleſs Lamb their Adorations pay. 


Don't in thoſe lightſom Realms at Greatneſs aim, 

Thy Merits can't the ſmalleſt Favours claim ; 

Thy Sins, thy weighty Sins,would ſigk thee down. 

And wouldſt thou, thoughtleſs Wretch ! deſerve 
a Crown ? 

Firſt be a Child in harmleſs Innocence, 

From that low State thy happy Days commenice z 

Be humble firſt, and leave the reſt to Me; 3250 


Vaſt as thy largeſt Hopes, thy vaſt Reward ſhall be, 


Wo to thoſe hzughty Souls who ſcorn to be 
Harmleſs as Babes, and yet pretend to Me? 
Heaven's Gatcs are ſtrait and low, and can't admit 
The Proud, nor thoſe who can with Scorners bit. 


Wo 


25 6 The (briſtian Book 111. 


Woto the Rich who fix their Hearts below, 
W hoſe watry Eyes, when all the Poor ſhall go ; 
To endleſs Joys, with uſeleſs Tears ſhall flow. 
Rejoice, poor humble Souls, my Truths embrace, 

Ard God ſhall you at laſt in boundleſs Glories place. 


3260 
LIX. 
And now, Lord, what is my Hope ? Truly my Hope 


is even in Thee. 


Bel. WW Hence, my deareſt Lord ! from whence 

Should I raiſe my Confidence ? 

Whence, while here beneath the Skies, 

Should my Hopes, my Comforts riſe ? 

Only, Deareſt Lord, from Thee, 

So immenlſly kind to Me. 

When was't well with me without Thee ? 

When was't il], and Thou about Me ? 

Keep me ever, ever poot, 

If m fo of Thee ſecure ! 

Heaven without Thee's all uneaſy, 

Earth with Thee would rather pleaſe Me, 

Heaven would be no Seat of Bliſles, 

Hell would crown my warmeſt Wiſhes, 


pe 
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If that Hell beneath could ſhow Thee, 

If that Heaven could ne'r beſtow Thee. 
Thov'rt my Love, my chief Deſire 

All my Sighs and Groans aſpire 

Only for Thee, only to Thee, 

While my livelieſt Hopes purſue Thee. 3289 
When the greateſt Wants ſurround Me, 
When the greateſt Fears confound Me, 

From my God alone commence 

All my Hopes and Confidence. 


Others hunt inferiour Pleaſures ; 

All the ſweet, the charming Meaſures 

Of my Safety ſpring from Thee, 

All things thence are good to Me. 

Oft Pm puniſh'd, oft I'm tempted, 

But by Mercy {till prevented, 3299 
While his Rod ſeverely proves Me, 

Still my deareſt Maſter loves Me ; 

Still thy Strokes are dear to Me, 

As the ſofteſt Joys can be. 


God my Lord's my Hope, my Shelter, 
When in Sorrow's Gore I welter ; 
He's my Strength, my only Stay, 

All without him flies away. 


S 
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Helps deceive Me, Friends forſake Me ; 
Books but doubrful Anſwers make Me. 3300 
Counſellors with Quirks confound Me, 
Reeds, alas! deceitful wound Me. 


Thou my Help, my Comfort art, 
Thou inſtru&'ſt and keep®ſt my Heart. 


All thoſe things to Peace pretending, 

All Felicities depending, 

Muſt but vain and empty be, 

When abſtraed, Lord, from Thee. 

All that*s Good, and Wiſe, and Great, 

All to Thee their Spring retreat ; 3316 


And thy Servants Comfort ſee 
Only when they truſt in Thee, 
Lord, to Thee I lift my Eyes, 

W hence my daily Mercies riſe : 
Kindeſt Father, Deareſt Lord, 
Still thy Joys, thy Smiles afford ! 
Bleſs and ſanQtify my Mind; 

That Thou there a place maylſt figd ! 
That thy Glories there may reſt 

In a Heart with Pureneſs dreſt, 
Freed from Sins offenſive Peſt. 
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Lord, as thy Goodneſs large appears, 

Thy Mercies large, O let thy Ears 

To thy poor Servant*s Prayers be kind, 

While here to Deathful Shades confin'd. 

Protect, preſerve, defend my Soul, 

While Clouds and Storms about Me roll ; 

Let Grace attending, thro a peaceful way, | 
My Soul to endleſs Life, and endleſs Light convey ! 

Amen. 
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PARAPHRAS'D. 


The Fourth Book. 


Of the Euchariſt. 


Lhe Invitation. ” (pref 
() Come,ye labouring Souls, with Sins vaſt weight oj- 
O come,and on your Maſters ſacred Boſom veſt | 
My Fleſh is Bread, which I'll on fainting Soul 
beſtow, 
My Blood the Source of Life to all the World below. 
Take, eat my Body here each faithful Soul ſhall find. 
Eat, eat it oft, to keep your dying Lord in mind. 
He'whom my Fleſh and Blood divinely entertains, 
Lo! I bis Lord in Him, and He in Me remains ! 
Ay Words with nobler Senſe than Carnal Language ſhine, 
They'r Life and Spirit All, All Myſtick, AllDivine. 10 


hine, 
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I. 
And Reverence his Sanftuary, 


Behever. (are Thine, 
HESE Words, Dear Chriſt ! Eternal Truth ! 


And, like thy Self, they*r all Divine ; 
At various Times, in various Places us'd ; 
Each ſacred Syllable 
W hich from my Saviour fell, 
New Life, new Light quite thro my Soul diffus'd, 
They'r Thine, as utter'd, Lord, by Thee ; 
But Mine, as for Salvation meant to Me, 
I them with flowing Joys receive, 
May they on Me a deep Impreſſion leave ! 29 
They'r holy, and they*r gracious All, 
And like ſweet Dews, or Lovers Kiſſes fall : 
But me my weighty Guilt affrights, 
A wounded Soul no Y7/tors invites ; 
Thy dear, ſoft Words attract my hungry Soul, 


But Thoughts of inward Guilt my forward Haſte 


controul. 


Thou bidſt, that my Approach with Faith ſhould be, 
If I'd have any Share in Thee ; 


S 3 That 


/ 


/ 
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That Pd of that immortal Nouriſhment, 
Accept an offer'd Part, 
And witha grateful Heart 


My Prayers, for Life's eternal Bliſs, preſent. 


O ye, Thou ſay'ſt, with Sins oppreſt, 
O come, and on my heavenly Boſom veſt ! 


Z0 


Sweet Words! Dear,happy,charming Sound, 


About deſponding Sinners ecchoing round ! 
By Theſe poor Souls invited are 

In bleſt Communion with thy ſelf to ſhare. 
But who, Dear Lord, or what am I 

Who dare approach the ſpotleſs Deity ? 


40 


Heaven's lofty Throne's impure, compar'd with 
And ſhall a ſinful Soul thy glorious Palace be ? (Thee, 


Who can ſo kind a Condeſcenſion ſhow ? 


W hence ſuch a tender Friendſhip flow ? 


Dare 1 before thy ſacred Altars kneel, 
Conſcious of in-born Sin ; 
Who cruel Pangs within, 
And all a wounded Soul's Convulſions feel. 
Oft have treſpaſs'd in thy fight, 
And dare I now conſuming Flames invite ? 
Thy Terrors pureſt Saints avow, 
To them the bright Angelick Armies bow: 


Thou 


FO 
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Thou faid'ſt, O Come ! elſe, Lord, had ws ” 


Þo 


30 Reſign'd to Fears and Incredulity. 
Great Noah's ſaving Ark appears 
The Labourof a hundred lingring Years : 
And can a few ſhort Minutes fit the Soul 
To meet that God, whoſe Arms the vaſſaild World 


nd, (congroul ? 
A Cedar Cheſt contain'd thy Laws of old, 
Cedar o*re-laid with Ophiry's Gold ; 69 
Seven toilſom Years that King of Wiſdom ſpent 
A Temple*s Walls to raiſe 
40 To thy immortal Praiſe ; 
ith Eight Holy Days in ſolemn Feaſtings went. 
_. A thouſand peaceful Offerings blaz'd ; 


A thouſand Shouts that Ark of Mercy rais'd 
To its Majeſtick glorious Seat. 
What tho I only find a Myſtick Treat ? 
What tho plain Bread and Wine muſt be 
The Symbols of his Fleſh and Blood to Me? #70 
The Legi/lator's greater far 
Than Laws, tho cut by heavenly Fingers, are. 
Pm vile, yet can't one Moment freely ſpend 
To purge my filthy Soul,or lodg my gracious Friend. 


S 4 What 


ov 
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What Art, what Care the Godlike Moſes tri'd, 
That wondrous Casket to provide ? 
What Time,what curious Skill, what vaſt Expence 
Bleſt Wiſdom's mighty Heir 
Took, that He might prepare 
A Dome for thy Myſterious Reſidence? 8 
But, Lord, what little Care can I 
To entertain ſo great a Gueſt apply ? 
O how my Thoughts diſtrated range ? 
How ſoon my Manly Reſolutions change ? 
How fixt my wandring Thoughts ſhould be, 
From all inferiour Obligations free, 
When not Angelick Bands, 
But him, who all the Angel-Hoſt commands, 
I to receive with humble Faith prepare, 
And at a Feaſt of Love with my Redeemer ſhare? go 


That ſacred Ark, thy Mercy's wondrous Seat, 
By thy peculiar Preſence great; 
That Ark, the Symbol of the Deity, 
In that Illuſtrious Dome 
Took up the nobleſt Room, 
The Holieft Place, as repreſenting Thee. 
Yet all the Sacrifices there 
Were but the Types of that revolving Year, 


In 
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In which Incarnate God ſhould fall, 
The great Atonement, and ſhould perfe# All. 109 
That great Atonement, Bread and Wine 


, Tousexhibit in a Mode Divine ; 
What Flames ſhculd then enlarge my Heart, 
When in my Saviour I expett a Part ? 
. 


How ſhould I dreſs to meet my bleeding Lord, 
While every Type great Kings and Saints of old 
(ador'd ? 
David before that precious Ark of old 
Could not his warm Aﬀettions hold, 
But danc'd with all his Might, and loudly play'd ; 
His tuneful Harp he ſtrung, 110 
And to his Harp he ſung, 
When that thro” $i04's Gates its Entrance made. 
Sweet were his Airs, and ſoft his Stroke, 
When hed His Jews to holy Joys provoke ; 
God's Spirit on his Heart abode, 
And Prayers and Bleſſings with his Muſick flow'd. 
Such Zeal that Antient Type purſu'd : 
And ſhan't my Heart, with nobler Heat indu'd, 
Shawt iGgvith greater Spirit embrace 
The Subſtance than the Shade of future Grace? 120 
Shan't I with ſpringy Joys my Saviour meet, 
And at his Altars bow, and kiſs his acred Feet ! 
Fools 
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Fools oft to ſee pretended Reliques fly, 
And caſt a curious wondring Eye 
On Fanes to Saints Imaginary rais'd, 
Where richeſt Silks and Gold 
The dowdy Corps enfold, 
And Thieves and Rebels are for Martyrs prais'd; 
A thouſand Pilgrimages paſt | 
They prove but Hell's obdurate Slaves at laſt. 1 30 
O could they reſt a while at home, 
And not to follow ſenſleſs Fancies rome ; 
Wonders on Wonders here they'd view, 
Far more than ere Loretto's Shrine could ſhew 
Fefus, with Love and Mercies crown'd, 
Would ſhed his ſacred Influences round, 
And to the Loving, Hoping, Faithful Heart 
Would all his glorious Self,his heavenly Joys impart. 


O Thon great Archite& of Earth and Skies, 
Inviſible to mortal Eyes ! 140 
To ns how wondrous all thy Actions prove! 
And here how ſweer, how kind 
Thy FavouriteFfnay find 
Th' immenſe Expreſſions of Prodigious Love! 
Unfathomable Deeps ! how far 
Too ſhort our wretched Intellecuals are, 
When 


4 
©. 
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When we would ſound the vaſt Abyſs 
Of unintelligible Myſteries ! 
What Art that Mirroir could compoſe, 
By which the Souls of faithful Saints diſcloſe 150 
Their Saviour in a Sacrament, 
And, on his bleeding gaping Wounds intent, 
Eat his dear Fleſh, and drink his ſacred Blood, 


That Bread of Life, and this immortalizing Flood ? 


Who can thoſe Capillary Rills deſcry, 
By which unbodted Graces fly 
Thro? bodied Symbols to the faithful Mind ? 
How pure Devotion's Fires, 
How Vertue's warm Delires 
Room in the Sinner with Repentance find? 169 
What hidden Sweets can Faith deſcry ! 
How ſharp, how piercing is the faithful Eye ? 
He meets a thouſand Graces here, 
Loſt Vertues in his Soul reviv'd appear ; 
And, tho deform'd by Sins before, 
This can its Beauties and its Charms reſtore. 
Nay, the bleſt balmy Symbols may 
New Life and Health to fainting Saints convey ; 
While Faithleſs Souls meer Bread and Wine partake, 


And but a damning Feaſt of empty Symbols make. 170 
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But ah ! how cold, how deadly cold we prove 
To meet our dear Redeemer's Love ! 
How we refuſe his kind extended Arms ! 
Arms which alone can be 
Our Souls ſecurity 
From Death*s Tyrannic Force, and Hell's Alarms! 
He purifies our Natures, He 
From endleſs Torments dearly ſets us free; 
Beneath his Shade we ſafely move, 
And feel the Beams ſhot from his Orb of Love. 
Why ſhould we then ſo cold appear 181 
To all his Loves Myſterious Tendries here ? 
Ah Blind ! ah Rocky-hearted Crew, 
Who can ſo flow ſuch wondrous Grace purſue ! 
More careleſs as their Maſter kinder grows, 
And can with ſtubborn Hearts his offer*d Loves op- 
(pole. 
Were but one ſingle Sacrament deſign'd, 
The World to one ſole Prieſt confin'd, 
W hat Sholes would to the diſtant Temple flow ? 
How would they ſtretch their Eyes 
To ſee theſe Myſteries ! 191 
How eager for that Heavenly Banquet grow ! 
But when a thouſand Paſtors wait, 
And all may with their Lord participate ; 
When 
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When ſo immenſe his Loves appear, 
Alas, we nauſeate the Celeſtial Chear. 
Yet Jeſus, Holy Shepherd ! we 
Poor Exiles now preſent our Thanks to Thee 3 
Thy Fleſh, thy Blood our Souls relieves, 
Thy tender Call our dying Faith retrieves; 208 
Come all to Me, with Sins vaſt Weights oppreſt ! 
I'I give you ſudden Eaſe, PI give you certain Reſt. 


II 
Behold how he loved Vs. 


Believer. 
ode by thy Goodneſs, and thy Mercies, 
- Dear Lord, to thy Aſſiſtance fly; 
Touch'd with a thouſand Plagues I come to Thee, 
O be the great Phyſician, Lord, to Me ! 
Hungry and Thirſty, Lord, I bring 
A fainting Soul to Life's Immortal Spring. 
A Beggar I, Heaven's gracious King adore 
A Servant I, my Maſter's Smiles implorez 210 
Form'd by thy Hand, 
Lord, here l ſtand, 
And for my great Creator's Bounties walt, 
And for his Comforts in a ruin'd helpleſs State. 


Whence 


A—— 
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Whence is it, that my God ſhould come to Me ! 
O what am I, thus grac'd by Thee ! 
How can a guilty Soul endure thy Sight ! 
How in a Miſcreant can my God delight ! 
Thou know'ſt no Good reſides in Me, 
And 1 my own, my inward Vileneſs ſee. 220 
Thy Grace, thy Goodneſs, and thy boundleſs Love 
I own, I honour, and with Thanks improve, 
And for thy ſake 
I'd here partake, 
That I my tender ſmiling God might know ; 
O mayn't my horrid Crimes obſtruct the wondrous 
: of (Flow ! 
Sweet, gracious God ! with what reſpeQful Praiſe 
Should I thy ſpreading Glories blaze ! 
Who for our ſakes a mortal Nature took ? 
But who can thro? the Myſtick Bounty look ? 230 
What can I think, when worthleſs I 
May hold Communion with the Deity ? 
What can I do; but with a prideleſs Mind 
Some Means t extol thy boundleſs Goodneſs find ? 
Thy endleſs Praiſe, 
My God, Ill raiſe ; 
But ever, ever, Lord, my Self deſpiſe, 
And from the lowlieſt State to heavenly Favours riſe, 
Lo! 
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Lo! Thou'rt incomprenſible SanQity z 
A filthy loathſom Sinner I, 249 
Unſfit to raiſe my ſinful Eyes to Thee ; 
But Thou, Great God, couldſt condeſcend to Me. 
Lo! Thou canſt in a Wretch delighr, 
A Beggar to a plenteous Feaſt invite : 
Thou'dſt have me banquet on Celeſtial Food, 
On Bread of Angels, and Divinely Good : 
Thou, Lord, wouldſt be 
That Bread to Me, 
That Bread of Life which from above deſcends, 
And Life and Vigour thro a fainting World extends. 
250 
See ! ſee my Soul, whence ſuch bright Loves can 
And Condeſcenſions all divine ! (ſhine, 
What Thanks,what Praiſe are tothy Saviour due ! 
How ſhould thy Service, as his Name, be true ! 
How ſalutary, Lord, how kind 
In this we all thy mighty Counſels find ! 
The Food all coſtly, and the Banquet ſweet, 
Where we by Faith our great Redeemer meet ; 
Thy powerful Cares 
Thy Truth declares, 260 
Thy Words from Nothing ſprung the World of old, 
In leſs thaw Nothing now eternal Truths unfold. 
| My 


A 
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My Lord,my God, Great God and Man ! that Thou 
Shouldſt tow'rd a wretched Creature bow, 
That thou thy ſelf in Bread and Wine ſhouldſt give, 
In true Believers humble Hearts to live. 
What Senſe ſuch Wonders can purſue, 
So True, ſoStrange, yet not ſo Strange as True ! 
Thov, Lord of All, who hadſt no need of Me, 
Yet by a Sacrament my Gueſt wouldſt be; 270 
Lord, keep my Heart! 
O ner depart, 
Till I by thy effe&tual Influence find 
A Body ſpotleſs pure to lodg a peaceful Mind ! / 


It's thy Appointment, Lord, deſign'd by Thee uf 
To celebrate thy Memory ; 4 
O may I oft thy Merits beye record ! 
O maylI oft here meet my bleeding Lord ! 
And thou, my Soul, with grateful Praiſe, 
Thy Dear Redeemer's wondrous Bounty blaze, 
Who in a Yale of Tears, a Wild of Woes, . 281 
Would ſuch vaſt Springs of holy Foys diſcloſe ! 
As oft as there 
My Thoughts appear, 
So oft I read my own Redemption o're, 
So oft partake my Saviour's Merits boundleſs Store. 
His 


70 
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His treaſur'd Mercies inexhauſted prove, 
And inexhauſtible his Love. 
O then retew thy Watch, thy Thoughts compoſe! 
With this great Fealt thy holy Tremblings cloſe ! 
So ſomething new, and kind, and ſweet 291 
Thow't always in that ſacred Duty meet ; 
Thy Lord will to thy Heart as lively come 
As it juſt born from Mary's Virgin-Womb ; 
As if the Tree 
Of Infamy 
Juſt now our ſacrific'd Atonement bore, 
Andall the Soil around blaſh'd with his purple Gore. 


Hr. 


Shew forth the Lord's Death often till his coming, 


Believer. 

Lo: Here I come, Dear Lord, to Thee, 
That I partaker of thy Gifts may be ! 309 

That I, with ſwelling Joys, may taſte 

That Holy Feaſt, that Sweet Repaſt, 

By Thee for hamble Souls prepar'd. 
In Thee, Dear Lord, I all my Longings ſee, 
My Health Redemprion,Strength &Hope's 1n thee, 

My Crown, my great Reward. 


1 Jeſus ! 
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Jeſus ! I lift my Soul to Thee: 
O let thy flowing Joys deſcend on Me ! 
I would, with good Zaccheus, fain 
My Gracious Maſter entertain, 319 
With Reverence and humbleſt Vows 
I'd fain the Son of Faithful Abraham be, 
My Soul would fain unite it ſelf to Thee, 
And Thee its Lord eſpouſe, 


I'm fatisf\'d if Thou be ine, 
No Comforts, Lord, are valu'd here but Thine ; 

Without Thee Life no Joys can give, 

Nor can my Soul without Thee live. 

Il oft to wait on Thee prevail, 
Leſt, while unfed by Thee, I apward move, 32+ - 
And mighty Foes and mighty Dangers prove, 

My wretched Heart ſhould fail. 


When Mercy, Lord, thy Tongue employ'd, 
And ſickly Worlds thy healiag Balms enjoy*d, 

Thov'dſt never ſend ?um faſting Home, 

Leſt Faſting ſhould to Fainting come 3 

Dear Jeſus, be as kind to Me ! 
Thy Fleſh, thy Blood refreſh the fainting Soul ; 
And who, prepard, receives the wholeſome Dole, 

Life*s glorious Heir ſhall be. I 
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I feel, Dear Lord, I feel how Sin, 33t 
How Sloth, how want of Zeal prevail within 

O could I oft with Fervour pray ! 

O could I oft my Life ſurvey ! 

Id to thy Holy Table fly, 
Then I'd be throughly purg'd, enflany'd, renew'd; 
My holy Vows ſhould be with Joy purſw'd, 

Which elſe would faint and die, 


I, Lord, with deep Confuſion own, 
To Sin my very Infant-Nature's prone 349 
But when I here my Vows renew 
I'd Sin deteſt, and Good purſue. 
Dear God, that Phyſick grateful make ! 
Tho I receive, I'm flothful oft and cold, 
But ſhould for holy Works be quite «nſould, 
Should I that Feaſt forſake. 


How oft Pm indiſpos'd to be, 
My God, a fit Communicant for Thee! 
But ſtill, at proper Times, I'll ſtrive 
To keep my holy Flames alive, 3350 


And 
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TH And ſhare thy gracious Myſteries. 
: This, Lord, ſupports the Faithful Soul, that He, 
To Earth confin'd, may ftill remember Thee, 
Thy Loves deyoutly prize. 


Wonders of, Condeſcending Love !' 

That Thou, [great God of Spirits, ſhouldſt from 

To thoſe in Spirit poor diſpenſe  (aÞvVe 

Thy univerſal influence, / ” 

And all their hungry Gripes relieve. 359 
Happy, thrice happy Souls, who ſwell'd with Joy, 
All their Devotions, all their'Flames employ, 

When they their Lord receive! 


. How greats the Lord ! how dear the Gueſts! 
How true the Friend who then invades their 
Breaſts ! 
. The Mate how ſweet ! the Spouſe how fair ! 
Lovely as fancy*d Angels are ! 
Be filent Farth ! be filent Skies ! 
Tir Grace, thtir Beauties all deſcend from Thee, 
Yet can't their Beauties to the leaſt degree 369g 
Of thy Hlaſtrious Name, thy. wondrous Glorics riſe. 


IV. 


VE 


39 


ry 
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Thiy foall be flÞd with the Farnifs of thy Houle 


. ORD, { 
4 Apply 
i, Heart to Thee ! ' 
0 p48 Me?! , 
| And tet thy Grace 
In Me Lake place ! 
"Till withan hymble Heart 
Before thy Altars1 - 
Appear, and take a Part 
In Love's great Myſery. 3395 
Rouze Me, Lord, O rouze my Soul ! 
| off its lazy Temper roll! 
Viſit Me with thy Salvation ! 
Glut my eager Expedation : 
With all thoſe Heavenly Sweets which riſe 
From that prodigious Sacrifice ! 
Clear, Lord; my Eyes, that I may thro 
*- "The Bread and Wine my Saviour view ! 
Yay I my Saviour's powerful Wards believe, 389 


'And Grace from thence,and heavenly Strength 


receive ? 


T 3 Wiſe 
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Wiſe Angels ſcarce thoſe wondrous Depths can 
The Condeſcenſions of a boundleſs Mind ; (ind, 


And what can Sinners do,to wretched Earth confin'd? 


To be 
With Th 
On Wings © Love 
I ſwiftly move. 
With Heart fincere, 
And awful Fear 
And with a Faith ſecure, 400 
Thy juſt Cortands obey ; 
Of my Redeemer fure 
1n his appointed way. 
O may I but meet Thee there, 
And, as One with Thee, appear ! 
Mercy, Deareſt Saviour, fend Me ! 
And let powerful Grace attend Me, 
Till I melt down with facred Love, 
And ne'r for other Comforts move! 
This is the Chriſtian's nobleſt Flight, 410 
His Body's Health, his Soul's Delight, 
The heavenly Phyſick for deſpondent Souls, 
- Which kills my Follies, and my Luſts controuls, 


Abates 
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Abates Temptations, greater Grace beſtows : 
Here Courage bolder, Hope ſecurer grows ; 
Faith greater Strength, and Loves a brighter Flame 
diſcloſe, 


How free 
From Thee, 
Dear Lord, to thoſe 
Thy Goodneſs flows, 42 
Whoſe Love and Fear 
Attend Thee there / 
Thence mighty Comforts flow 
Tolay their various Woes; 
And, when they ſink below, 
On Thee their Hopes repoſe 
Grace and Safety ſtrong and new 
Here their growing Hopes purſue. 
Wikſhes faint, and cold Aﬀections, 
Mighty Doubts, and weak Reflections, 
Refreſh'd with this Celeſtial Food, 431 
Are chang'd, and ever chang'd for good, 
Here Thine thy faithful Love ſurvey, 
And with thy Strength their Weakneſs weigh; 
Cold, undeyout, and in themſelves obdur'd, 
Till Life, Devotion, Heat are here procur'd, 


T 4 Streamyg 
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Streams will be ſweet, where ſweet the Foun- 
tains riſe, 

A conſtant Heat from conſtant Burning flies 3 


This Fire more lively Flames, this Spring more 
Sweets ſupplies. 


W hat tho 440 
I know 
My boldeſt, Strain 
Can ne'r contain 
That endleſs Love 
Which ſhines above ? 
Tho no Seraphick Flame 
My narrow Soul inſpire, 
Yet I'll ſubmiſly claim 
_ .,, One Spark of Heavenly Fire. 
PII my longing Heart prepare, 
Free from Pride, and free from Care; 
And, devoutly there attending, 
Watch the ſacred Gleams deſcending, 
What tho I cawt approach the Spring ? 
Nor Veſlels to receive it bring ? 
I'll to the Rills my Lips apply, 
And catch ſome Drops as ſliding by, 
Some ſliding Drops to cool my thirſty Soul. 
Dear Feſus! Holy Saviour ! O controul 459 
My 


450 
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- My Wants ! Here poor and hungry, Lord, [ lie; 
Yet it's thy Word, Come weary Souls, and I 
Will all your fainting Souls with needful Reſt ſupply. 


'C 
I moil 
And toll, 
0 Oppreſt with Sin, 


And Pains within 
By Woes o're-born, 
And rack'd and torn : 
Beneath that dreadful weight 
I murmur, Lord, and groan, 470 
And from this mournful State 
Of Life would fain be gone. 
Oft Temptations break my Reſt, 
Sorrows oft diſtra& my Breaſt, 
» Hell's uneaſy Weights oppreſs Me, 
Griefs unweildy Chains poſſeſs Me. 
W hence then ſhould my Aſſiſtance riſe ? 
To Thee, Dear Lord, I lift my Eyes 
O keep Me ſafe! O guide me right 
From hence, to reach Eternal Light! 480 
Thou,who couldſt give thy Fleſh,thy ſacred Blood, 
By Faith to be my Souls Immortal Food, 


O 
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O let thy Armsembrace Me, Lord, while I 


Here proſtrate at thy ſacred Footſtool tie, 
Till my Devauter Soul approach the peaceful Sky ! 


V. 
Who is able to deſeribe bis Glory ? 


_— 
\ Thou be worthy to participate ? 
To cat my Body, and to drink my Blood ? 
Wouldſt thou attain a ſinleſs wan ' 
Be wholly pure, be wholly good ? 
Great was the Baptiſt's Honour, who before 490 
My ſelf the Goſpel-Standard bore ; 
Pure are thoſe Angels, who.on conſtant Wing 
' Before my Throne Immortal Anthems fing : 
Yet Jobn, yet Angels will ſubmiſly own 
Their Lord # kind, but their Deſervings none. 


What thenc#n Sianers plead ? or whence can they 
Pretend to Aﬀerits, or to Favours due ? 

Wonld they, alas! their Souls ſarvey, 

Or to Themſelves themſelves be true, 
They'd to the Duſt before my Footſtool bow, 500 

No Aferit then bat Grace allow ; 


They'd 
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They'd all my condeſcenſive Ads adore, 


Their own unfit, defective State deplore, 
And with Amazement view that wondrous Love, 
Which at my Table could ſuch Gueſts approve. 
Thou at my Altars, as a Prieſt, canſt wait, 
Approach my Preſence, and my Gifts diſpenſe, 
And Bread and Wine canſt confeerate 
With mughty Words of Myſtick Senſe. 
What Miracles my Language once could do, 510 
Thoſe Miracles. thy Words renew. | 
Mean Matter, thence, proves a ſubſtantial Sign 
Of Grace Celeſtial, and of Food Divine ; 
And by thoſe Ways which heavenly Wiſdom tred, 
Senſe ſees the Matter,” Faith diſcerns the God. 


Thou ſpeak*ſt ; the 2ſatter {till the ſame remains, 
Yet Strength inv/able to all conveys, 

The Mind ſublimely entertaias, 

And Ligbt thro humble Souls diſplays. $519 
Thou -ſeeſt the S;gn,couldſt thou my Word believe, 

Thowdſt then the inward Part receive. = 
Think then what Grace thoſe ſacred Hands confer, 
When they imprint the Prie/tly Charad@er. 
Think what a glorious weight thy Shoulders bear, 
When thou canſt in by Saviow”s Koom appear. 


A 
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__ 


A Prieſt ſhould always bring- the Sacrifice 
Of. Foly Converſe and an Humble' Mind. - L 
In. 1m their Patterr vulgar Eyes 
Of Piety and Zove ſhould find : 
With Angets" ar Angeliek Saints below '''' 539 
He fhould/ his holy, Hours beſtow. 11! * 
When e're He robes himſelf, his Thoughts ſhould be 
How He:may reconcite tbe World to Me 3 / 
How in-bis Savron”s Name he'll intercede,* 
And how f6r Siymeys with their Maker plead 


Think then; think! how thy Lord was cructf'd, 


© tet his Sufferings melt thy yielding Heart ! 
Think how: by cruel Hands he-did, 
That He to all might Love impart. 

Fhink &re his Love,” his Life, his Innocence, 549 
From his Example Love commence ! 

Sourn o re thy inurdering; Sins with Sighs &Tears, 

'Exptnge the Follies of thy careleſs Years; 

Give oft, an} oft receive that Food defign's 

To rag the Smaer, and refreſh the Mind. 


I 


40 


urn 
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— 


Mourn too for others Sins ! and O adviſe 
They'd oft remember their expiring Lord, 
And with a grateful Sacrifice, 
For Them his bleeding Wounds tecord ! 
When Thou ſhalt at my Board devoutly ftand, 552 
And raiſe thy Conſecrating Hand, 
God ſhall be honour*d, Angels ſhall rejoice, 
My Church adore Me with a chearful Voice : 
New Grace ſhall every weary Soul revive, 
And we'll for ever in a bleſt Communion live. 


VL 
Wherewith ſhall I come before the Lord * 


Bel. Y deareſt Lord ! my ſureſt Guide! 
: AT A My God, whoſe Help was ne'r deny" * 
What ſhall I do? O teach Me Lord ! 
Pm Terror all, Confuſion all, 
When I my Yileneſs, Lord, recal, $55 
And thy Majeſtick Height record : 
T die if I abſtain; and l, 
If 1 approach unworthy, die, 


Shew Me, Dear Lord, the perfect way ! 
- Some Exerciſe before Me lay 
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—_—_——_— 


To fit Me for that ſacred Feaſt ! 
It's good, it's wondrous good to know 
W hat Reverence my Soul ſhould ſhow 
To Thee, to be a welcome Gueſt, | 
To taſte thy Banquet worthily, 570 
And ſacrifice a Heart to Thee. 


VII. 
Let a Man examine Himſelf. 


Chriſt. 
JP'HE Prieſt,the Private Chriſtian,when they dare 
Approach my Table, ſhould, with utmoſt care, 
Their /anful Hearts ſurvey. 
They ſhonld with Rewverence and Humility, 
Firm Faith, and juſt Reſolves to bonour Me, 
Their Thoughts in order lay ; 
Diſcourſe, Recerve and Conſecrate, 
And in my Houſe with all their beſ# Devotions wait. 


Search thro* thy Conſcience! where ſome Taint 


appears, 580 
With meek Confeſſion, and with mournful Tears, 
O make thy Conſcience pure ! 


Ther 
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Then, when Thou cow?t from all Convullions free 
Of private griping Guilt, thou may'ſt on Me 
Rely with Faith ſecure. 
Hate all thy Sims ; but hate them more 
Which by their ſwift Returns advance thy daily Score. 


Count o're the Bead-rolt of thy ſinful Deeds, (ceeds 
Mourn o're that Luſt from whence thy Guilt pro- 
As from a Poiſonous Root. 590 
O ſigh to ſee thy Thoughts to Earth confin'd, 
Enſlav*d to Paſſions, and to Luſts reſign'd ; 


And all their baleful Fruit ! 
; Think how thou'rt loſt in outward Senſe, 
, And how thy Phantoſms vain from vain Delights com- 
(mence ! 


Think how thou ſlightſt thy Souls Internal State, 
How worldly Foys thy boly Flames rebate, 
How hard to S$ighs and Tears, 
How ſwift thou to a looſe Debauch canſt fly, 
How flow to Rigours and Severity, 6c0 
How fond of itching Fars, 
To hear what's new, to ſee what's fair ; 
And mean and humble things paſs with a ſcornful Air. 


Mourn 
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Mourn ore thy griping Hand, thy ſtingy Heart, 
How wild thy Talk, how vain thy /ilent Part, 
How looſe thy Manners are. 
Il-tim'd thy A@ions, vaſt thy Appetite, 
Deaf to thy God, but fond of lazy Night, 
And ſtill averſe to Care. 
Fond of a Fable ; Dronſy all, 610 
When thy poor Soul's Decays for conſtant Yigils call. 


How Reſtleſs till my Holy Days are paſt, 
How loth to taſte of my Immortal Feaſt ; 
| How all d:ftra&ed there 
Thy Thoughts unhing'd, thy Paſſions quickly rais'd, 
Pointed thy Words, thy Cenſures loudly blaz'd, 
And all thy Dooms ſevere. 
In Bleſſings mad, in Suffering low, 
Swift in thy boaſting Tongue,inthy Performance ſlow. 


Theſe and thy other Sins with Grief confeſt, 620 
In 8his Reſolve let all thy Sorrows reſt, 
| 6 Thy faulty Life to mend. 
Then to my Honour all thy Self reſign, 
And let thy Body, let thy Soul be Mine, 
To Methy Thoughts aſcend : 


89 
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So ſhall thy Sacrifice be ſweet, 
And in his Supper Thou thy Deareſt Saviour meet. 


Give but thy Self in this 5 no Sacrifice 
Can pleaſe me more, no purer Incenſe riſe 
From Altars here below, 639 

If thus a Man withall his Might repent, 

My Grace ſhall then his Future Woes prevent ; 
. And Life on him beſtow. 
| | I11-Rraight expunge his fatal Score, (more: 

Bleſs Him with endleſs Smiles, and mark his Sins no | 


VIIL 
He endur'd the Croſs: 


Chriſt. 

-THUS on the Croſs I ſtretch'd my bleeding Arms, 
T And thus my naked Limbs expos'd ; 
Thus 1 diſſoly'd dark Hell's malignant Charms, 

And thus thy Wars with Heav'n compos'd; 

I gave my Self a Sacrifice, 

And bore what elſe thy Soul had born : 

O on my Wounds then turn thy Eyes ! 
Sce how my Brows the ſanguine Drops adorn i 
Offer, O offer then thy Self to Me, 


A Sacrifice ſublim?d and pure ! 
yY @) 
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O be thy Strength, thy beſt Aﬀetions free ! 
O may I but thy Self procure ! 
Give Me thy Self ; the Gift VI! prize, 
But Al without thy Self deſpiſe. 


Thy Longings nothing could on Earth ſuffice z 650 

Should'ſt thou but miſs thy Maker there, 
Thro Me alone 1n Price thy Bleſlings riſe, 

I all the nobleſt Gifts endear. 

And canſt thou dream large Hecatombs 

Should ſatisfy what God requires ? 

Think'ſt Thou I feed on what conſumes, 
With noiſom Stench, and in material Fires ? 
No; I thy Self, Dear Soul ! thy All command, 

Give then, O give thy Self to Me ! 

I leave my Body in thy faithful Hand, 660 

I offer*d all my Self for Thee ; 

Dearly, Pm ſure, I purchas'd Thee; 

Give then, O give thy Self to Me ! 


But give it freely ; or the Gift will be 
A poor unworthy Sacrifice : 

If I muſt only have 4 Part in Thee, 
No happy Union thence can riſe, 
A Free-Will-Offering finds a place 
With God, and to thy Self aſſures 
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Vaſt Liberty, and wondrous Grace, 


Which none, while of bimſelf too fond, procures, 


I've faid ; Unleſs a Man his All forſake, 
He's no Diſciple fit for Me : 


From all inferiour Service free ? 
Wouldſt Thou my bleſt Diſciple be ? 
Give then, O give thy Self to Me ! 


- 


IX. 


\g 


And wouldſt thou one of my Attendants make; 


Offer unto God Thanksgiving, and pay thy Vou's 


unto the Moſt High. 


| Believer. | 
60 \ HAT e're this Lower World contains, 


Dear Lord, is Thine; 
And ſince a Free-Will-Offering Favour gains, 680 


I here to Thee my Self reſign. 


I freely offer up my Self to Thee, 

My faithful Service, and obſequious Fear, 
A Sacrifice of Praiſe to be. 
When I thy Self, Dear Lord, receive, 

And round thy Table ſmiling Angels wait, 
Odon't my glorious Hopes deceive ! 

V 2 


Lord, with a Heart ſincere, 
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— But let it be 


New Life to Me! 690 
Let Me thy heavenly Grace, thy Loves participate ! 


My Sins, Dear Lord, for Love of Thee 
[ ſacrifice; 
Thoſe Sins with which, from early Infancy, 
I durſt offend thy ſacred Eyes; 
Lo! at thy Altars here 
I caſt them all! O let thy burning Love 
Conſume them! Lord, my, ſinful Conſcience clear, 
And all the Stains of Sin remove ! 
That Grace which Sin had loſt before, #7 
That Grace of which my Self my Self bereay'd, 
O to my Soul, Dear God, reſtore ! 
Smile, Lord, on Me, 
And let Me be 
To thy immortal Kiſs, thy boundleſs Peace receiv'd. 


I've ſinn'd; I'm loſt ; Lord, what ſhallI 
For Pardon do ? 
PI! at thy Feet with deep Confeſhon lie, 
And all, my Tears for Guilt renew ; 
Atone, my God, for Me! +7 
To Thee I'll offer up unceaſing Cries, 
Fl cfter up unceaſing Prayers to Thee ; 
Lcok down, O look with gracious Eyes ! 
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I hate my Sins, I hate them All, 
Lord, I repent indeed ! I mourn and grieve, 
O ſave Me from a future Fall ! 
My Sins paſs o're ! 
Waſh out my Score ! 


My Soul with Blood redeem'd, with precious Blood re- 
(lieve ! 


I here for Mercy, Lord, reſign 720 
| My Self to Thee, 
O dort repay thoſe black Deſerts of Mine, 
But in thy Goodneſs deal with Me! 
My faireſt Actions here, 
Poor, weak, alas! I offer up to Thee, 
O let ®am grateful in thy Sight appear, 
Adorn'd with Life and Sanity. 
My Soul for nobler Aftions wing, 
And Me a fenſelefs Brute, a worthleſs Slave, 
By thy all-prudent Condut bring 730 
'd, To that bleſt Place, 
: Where well-us'd Grace 
Shall all the bright Rewards of full PerfeCtion have ! 


Lord, at thy Feet I humbly lay 
My juſt Deſire, 
For Friends, Relations, BenefaCtors pray, 
And all who my Relief require, 
V 3 
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For them thy Aids diſpoſe ! 
From Pains, from Dangers, from Afﬀflictions free, 
Let them thy dear reviving Smiles diſlloſe, 740 
And ſing their grateful Hymns to Thee ! 
Where others, Lord, have injur'd Me, 
Where I have injur'd others, O forgive, 
O let our numerous Failures be 
All gently paſt, 
And we at laſt 
In mutual Charity, and God's Embraces live. 


Lord, let our doubtful Hearts be free 


From Jealouſy ! (we 
From Wrath, from Malice, all thoſe Crimes which 
Oft in each others Tempers ſee ; 751 


And let thy Grace remove 
What &re Diſtruſt in Chriſtian Souls can raiſe, 
Or Charity confound, or murder Love, | 
Or Nature's craſy State betrays. 
Mercy, we Mercy, Lord, implore, 
On needy Souls thy Mercy, Lord, beſtow ! T 
And Grace from thy unbounded Store ! 
Till happy we 
May live with Thee, 760 


Where endlebs Mercy reigns,and boundleſs a7 mma 
| ow 


N, 


50 
es 
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X, 


Not forſaking the Aſſembling of your ſelves 
together, as the Manner of ſome is, 


Chrift. (mand ? 
WE Thou thy Paſſions utmoſt Rage com- 
Wouldſt Thou againft infernal Malice 
ſtand ? 
More watchful yet, and ſtronger grow ? 
Here the Springs of Mercy flow ; 
Here I every Grace beſtow ; 
Here my Servants kindly know. 
Oft at my Altars, oft prepar'd appear, 
And oft thow'lt meet thy mighty Saviour there. 
Hell knows what Strength my Fleſh and Blood can 
give, T79 
And tries a thouſand Means and Ways, 
And all tis ſubtle Art diſplays 


To make the doubtful Soul in pinching Hunger hve. 


When for my Supper pious Souls are dreft, 
They*r oft by Hell's delofive Wiles diftreft. 


V4 | Hel 
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He'll ſtill among my Sons appear, 
Scatter Care and ſenſleſs Fear ; 
And, tho I my ſelf am near, 
Try to make Difturbance there. 
Scorn then his Terrors,tho deform'd and foul, 780 
And let Himſelf beneath the Burden how! ! 
Let neither Sloth nor Coldneſs raviſh Thee, 
HelWs Malice, nor impoſing Art 
Enſlave or turn thy yielding Heart, 
Whenit on joyful Wings ſhould fly to feaſt with Me. 


He'll tell Thee, Holy Cheat ! He'll tell Thee, there 
Thy Preparations ſhould be more ſevere ; 
But Thou baſt nOr confeſt thy Sin, 
Never zet Repentance m, 
Never cleans'd thy ſelf within, 790 
And wouldſt now in vain begin ? 
If this be true, fly deareſt Soul, O fly, 
And at my Feet with deep Contrition lie ! 
Before my Prieſt thy Follies humbly lay ; 
He bears my ſacred Character, 
And his abſolving Hands confer (Da 
True Life on contrite Souls, and Comforts clondieſs 


Throw off Hell's Poiſon from thy fainting Soul ! 
Sins Burden from thy drooping Conſcience roll ! 


Fly 


re 


90 


ay. 
eſs 


'! 
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Fly then, dear Soul! Offy to Me! 809 
PH thy happy Shelter be, 
Set Thee ſoon from Bondage free : 
Fly, dear Soul, O fly to Me ! 
Name not to Morrow, that's a tedious Day, 
Now, now thy own Internal State ſurvey ; 
Don't with ſome ſtupid Brutes my Feaſt forbear, 
Leſt They more firmly ty*d ſhould be 
To fave themſelves, and honour Me, 
But let thoſe Vows renew'd my ſacred Feaſt endear. 809g. 


How low's their Love's and their Devotion'sTide, 
Who can ſo ſoon from their Engagements ſlide ? 
How dear, how truly welcom's He, 
Who preſerves his Conſcience free, 
Lives in Faith and Purity, 
And is always fit for Me ? 
Sometimes thy Soul's touch'd with an awful Fear, 
Or may for ſome important Cauſe forbear : 
But if encroaching Slth thy Heart. detain, 
O ſhake it quickly off, and I 


Will to thy fervent Boſom fly, 820 
And thou ſhalt Loves renew'd, and glowing Fervours 
(gain. 


If juſtly abſent, let thy chearful Will, 


Thy eager Thoughts approach my Altars ſtill. 
Live 


em 
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Live ſo adorn'd with Innocence, 
Lively Faith, and heavenly Senſe, 
As may leave Thee no pretence, 
With Attendance todiſpenſe. 
But when the Son of God aſſun?d the Man, 
Hhen his dear bloody Death thy Life began, 
When He ſhook off Death's Chains,and climb? theSkies, 
IWhen He the glorious Spirit ſent, $31 
New Loves for Loves renew'd preſent ; (riſe ? 
And Iet Devotion's Flames with greater Brightnefs 


But He who waits for none but Feſtivals, 
Between them oft to Sin remiſly falls. 
Then happy's He, and truly wiſe, 
Who, by conſtant Exerciſe, 
Can to ſuch a temper riſe ; 
Duty can't his Heart ſurprize. 
Come then ; but Antient Prudent Rules obey, 840 
Abhor the buſy Fools fantaſtick Way, 
Break not the Churches Peace, but wiſely wave 
Thy whym/ied Schemes for Publick Good - 
Who cuts the Banks, lets in a boundleſs Flood, 
Nor can the frighted Boor his drowning Paſtures ſave. 


XI. 


Book IV. Pattern paraphrasd. 299 


XI. 


Search the Scriptures ! Lord, evermore give 
us this Bread, 


Believer. 
Deares Jeſus, kindeſt Lord ! 
What Sweets that happy Soul may taſte, 
Who feeds with Thee at thy immortal Board, 
That Board where Sinners only faſt ! 
Where Thou thy Selfart All, 850 
Meat, Drink, Inviter, Waiter, Principal; 
More lov'd by faithful Souls, and'more deſir'd 
* Than all thoſe glittering Toys by carnal Fools ad- 
| (mir'd. 
Ah! how pleaſant, Lord, and ſweet 
Should Tears of Holy Sorrow be ! 
How ſhould I love to waſh thy ſacred Feet, 
And provea Magdalen to Thee ! 
But where's that flagrant Mind ? 
Where can I Sorrow's Holy Fountains find ? 859 
My Heart ſhould fall in Tears, in Flames ſhouldriſe, 
Since Thou art here indeed, and ſeen by faithful Eyes, 


Lord, my ſinful dazling Sight 
Can't thy full Beams of Glory bear ; 
Nor 
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Nor could the World ſubſiſt, ſhould all the Light 
Of thy Majeſtic Brows appear. 
Its wondrous Goodneſs all, 
That God beneath my Cognizance ſhould fall ; 
That I ſhould bim in holy Signs adore, (fore: 
Before whoſe Servile Form bright Angels bow'd be- 


O may I contented prove 870 

Tolive and walk in Fath*s pure Light, 
Till that Eternal Day ſhall dawn above, 

And Shades and Figures take their flight ! 

When that great Day ſhall ſhine, 
Then glorious Saints ſhall bask in Beams Divine, 
View all tbe Godbead's dark Abyſs, and fee 
That Word made Fleſh of old, engulph Eternity. 


When I read thoſe Wonders ore, 

Scarce inward Joys can pleaſe my Mind ; 

I ſcorn what &re | ſaw or heard before, 880 
Till I thy glorious Face can find. 

O witneſs, Lord, for Me ! 
No Comfort I, no Reſt can find but Thee - 
And ſince thy Face no Afortal Eyes can view, 
Let me that future Bliſs with Patient Love purſue ! 


Thus 


—— 
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Thus the Saints, enthron'd with Thee, 
TH Effets of Faith and Patience found : 
My Faith, My. Hope'sthe ſame 3 O may I be 
By Faith with equal Glories crown'd ! 
By their Examples, I 399 
Soar with an active Faith to reach the Sky : 
My Rules, my Comforts, Lord, thy Scriptures are, 
And my declining Hopes thy Fleſh and Blood repair. 


Life a wretched Load would be, 
If we no Light, no Food could meet : 
But, Lord, thou mak®ſt thy Fleſh a Feaſt for me, 
Thy Word a Lamp to guide my feet ; 
On theſe 1 ſweetly live. 
Light to my Soul thy ſacred Writings give ; 


And when at thy Altars, Lord, appear, goo 


d I find the Bread of Life, the great Elixir there. 


Theſe th* Exchequer-Tables are, 
Where all the Churches Treaſure lies : 
To This pure Souls for Holy Food repair, 
To That to clear their Cloudy Eyes : 
That thro Faith's perfe&t Ways, 


And thro the Vail to th' balieſt Place canveys. 
"ol 


Bleſt 
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Bleſt be my Feſus, Light of endleſs Light ! (invite 
Whoſe Servants wandring Souls to Wiſdom's Springs 


Bleſt, O bleſt be thy great Name, 910 
Dear Maker ! dear Redeemer ! who 
Couldſt Love immenſe to ſinkingWorlds proclaim ; 
Yet not a Paſchal Figure ſhow, 
But wouldfſt thy Self appear ! 
' Expoſe thy Fleſh the faithful Heart to chear, 
Pour Healthful Sweets into the ſaving Bowl, 
While joyful Angels wait around the thirſty Soul. 


O how glorious is the Seat 

By Thee to happy Prieſts aſſign'd ! 

Who ſtill when they thy awful Words repeat, 920 
Thy Efficacious Preſence find, 

And daily feaſt on Thee / 
How clean their Hands, how pure their Hearts 
ſhould be ! | | 
Good Works ſhould their untainted Hands employ, 
Their Lips be Love's ſweet Springs, their Hearts the 

Thrones of Joy. 


Thus toPrieſts their Lord declares, 

Pm all Eſſential Holineſs ; 
O Ye, who wait on my Divine Affairs, 
The ſame accepted Grace expreſs ' 
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O, with a ſmngle Eye, 939 
With Modeſt Looks approach the Myſtery ! 
Tour Hands unſpotted to thoſe Alt ars raiſe, 
Where God, at Tour Requeſt, bis wondrous Love diſplays. 


O may We, to Prieſthood rais'd, 
Thy Gracious Influences find ; 
For Holy Lives and pure Devotions prais'd, 
And to internal Peace refin'd. 
And, tho our Lives may fail, 
O let our Tears above our Crimes prevail; 939 
While We with bumbley Souls, and warmer Love, 
In all thy ſacred Ways with ſwift Obedience move ! 


XIL 


He who Eats and Drinks anworthily, Eats and 
Drinks his own Damnation. 


Chriſt. 
Love the Pure, and Holineſs beſtow, 
I love within a well-purg*d Heart to reſt : 
Up then ! my kind Approaches know ! 
Know who deſigns to be thy glorious Guelt : 
Ariſe! thy nobleſt Room prepare, 
Let it be ſurniſh'd well, and large, and fair. 
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I, witha glorions Train, deſign 
Toeat the Paſchal Lamb with Thee ; 

And can thy Heart embrace a Gueſt Divine, 950 
Who would a conſtant Inmate be ? 


Purge then that Old fermenting Poiſon well, 
And let no Darling Sm within thy Boſom dwell ! 


Caſt off the Follies of a ſinful Age, 

And all the vicious modiſh Ronr exclude 
Thy Sins with bitter Tears engage, 

And fly, O fly the Godleſs Multitude ! 
The Lover, when his Miſtreſs comes,9 

With coſtly Arras hangs his faireſt Rooms, 
And hopes his nice expenſive Care 960 
May to ber Eyes his Flames declare. 

But know, ſhouldſt thou a thouſand Years-enjoy: 
And all thy buſy Thoughts employ ; 

The Preparation of a thouſand Years, 

To what my Juſtice claims, a ſmall Proportion bears. 


Thouv'lt feed before Xe; but the Privilege, 

Not thy Deſerts, but Grace and Mercy gave 
Nor would a ſtarving Slave alledg 

Deſert, ſhould He a rich Man's Bounty crave; 
And, at his Table feaſted, He 979 


Could but ſubmiſſive there, and thankful be. 
Come 


—— _ 
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Come then, Dear Soul, but not of Courſe 
Approach, but not compelld by Force ! 
O come with holy Love, and anfu} Fear, 
And at my Marriage-Feaſt appear ! 
I call Thee, 1 invite Thee freely, I 
At thy ſubmiſs approach will all thy Wants ſupply: 


Praiſe God whien I Devotion's Grace beſtow ; 
Praiſe not thy Merits, but my Mercy praiſe. 
If thy Devotions colder grow; o89 
T hy Prayers, thy Sighs importunately raiſe ; 
Ceaſe not thy Prayers and Tears, till I 
With rilling Grace thy thirſty Soul ſupply. 
Thou need'ſt 1, I've no want of Thee; 
Not can thy Knees advantage Me ; 
I come to better thy Defe&ive Mind, | 
Thou com'ſt a Smiling God to find : 
Thouv'dſt fain be One with 4c, thy Grace renew; 
And with reviving Flames a hoiler Life purſue, 99g 


Don't then my offer*d Grace, my Favours ſlight; 

But thy poor Heart with utmoſt Pains prepare z 
Him, whom thy Soul adores, invite, 

And graſp and hold Him with faithful Care 3 
But ne're in Preparations reſt, 

Nor whea the Feaſt is paſt unguard thy Brealt 5 


e R =y 
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Be careful when the Banquets o're, : 
As when a Gueſt defign'd before. 
He toils as much who wontd his Poſt maintain, 
AS He who Wealth at firſt would gain. 


The Heart ſtil} kept will but prepare it more, 1000 
And add new Floods of Grace to thoſe imbib'd before. 


What can nnfit Thee more to feaſt with Me, 
Than to be far in Worldly Fancies loſt ? 
| What can a greater miſchief be, 
Than a Yain Heart by carnal Foys engroſg?d ? 
O fly the World's allaring Cheat, 
And, to enjoy thy God, from Crowds retreat 3 
Of Me, thy deareſt Lord, poſſeſt, 
No crafty Thief can rob thy Breaſt, 
Lo! I am He whoall thy Boſfom claim, FoI9 
I cat endure a RivaPs Name; 
* Put off thy felf then, hide thy Life in me, 
And live from every Care, and every Torment free ! 


Alh 
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XIIL 
With ty Whole Heart have I ſought Thee, 0 leg 
Me not wander ! 


| Believer. 
WE Lord; will give that Grace to Me; 
That I may cloſe with None but Thee 
And, to enjoy my SouPs Dear Objet, may 
My Boſom, and my faithful Arnis diſplay ? 
Then ſhall I all inferiour Things deſpiſe 3 
' No Creature ſhall diſtract my Eyes; | 
Hy Words with Thee my Life, and Thine with Me; 
Shall ſoft as whiſpering Lovers be, 1021 

\ Or Friends when they with Friends agree, 


Fhis, Lord, my utmoſt Wiſh ſhall be, 
e ! Tolive, and to be 2 be One with Thee ; © 
That I, withdrawn fro from all the World below; 
May fonder of Eternal Glories grow ; 
Swiftly to thy ador'd Communion fly, 


Ith And oft to Thee my Heart apply. , 
Ah when ſhallI, Dear God ! engulpt'd i in Thee, 
Forget my ſelf, and only be © 1030 


Ever in Thee, and Thou in Me ! 
X 2 Thou 
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c 


Thou art my beſt Belov'd, my Dear, 

In whom my Soul's Delights appear 3 
Search thro the World, view all the Wiſe, the Fair, 
None, None can with my God, my Life compare. 
Fhou lay*ſt thoſe rugged Storms which rend my 

Heart z 
Thy Smiles unfading Peace impart ; 

Thy Counſels, Deareſt Lord, are dark, but wiſe . 
Thy Way obſcur'd toImpious Eyes, 
Yet plain to th' Meek and Humble lies. 1040 


Lord, how thy Spirit gently blows ! 

How ſweet thy charming Kindneſs flows ! 
That to thy Osn thou mightſt thy Love declare, 
Thowdſt with Celeſtial Food their Strength repair, 
None, Lord, like Us can boaſt of God ſo near, 

None to their Maker ſeem ſo Dear ; 

To make our Souls on Wings of Comfort riſe, 0 

Thy Fleſh, thy Blood our Want ſupplies, 

And lifts us high above the Skies. 


No Tribes e're gain'd ſo bright a Fame, 105 
As thoſe who bear their Saviour's Name. 
What Creature ere was to his Lord fo near, 
As He whom pure Devotion's Flames endear ? 


Ma 


105 
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Man, whom his Maker enters, whom He feeds, 
Whoſe Life from Myſtic Fleſh proceeds. 

O condeſcending Grace ! O Love Immenſe! 
Beyond our Words, beyond our Senſe, 
Beyond all Dreams of Recompence ! 


What ſhall I render, Lord, to Thee 
For all thy wondrous Loves to Me? 1060 
A Heart, a bumble Heart is all my Store, 
PII give Thee That ; nor can I give Thee more : 
Unite my Heart with Thee, and all within 
Shall Hymns of Holy Praiſe begin. 
Call then; My Heart ſhall Eccho, Lord, to Thee, 
I'm Thine ;, O live, My God, in Me! (ſhall be. 
That Prayer of all my Hopes the Central Point 


XIV, 
Whoſe Faith follow, conſidering the End of their 
Converſation, 
OB 
Behkever. 


How deep the Treaſures are, 
Dear Lord, of thy Immortal Sweets! 
How inexhauſtible the Share, 1079 
Which There thy happy Servant meets! 


X 3 | When 
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When: [on that Prodigious Ftame refle&t, 
Which fill'd thy happy Saints of "old; 


When their Grace, their Love, their Zeal reſpett, 


Their AAs in Starry Books enroll'd ; 
I die with One Eternal” Bluſh confus'd, 
By my Own lake-warm Heart accug'd, 


Which had thy Loves ſooft, thy ſacred Feaſts abus'd, 


Lord, I bluſh to-think how Ury, 
How unaffetted there'I came ; 
My Soul untouch'd by Sympathy, 
Unmoy'd by any purer Flame. 
Others,” by vaſt Deſires and Zoves polleſt, 


To Tears nnſluc'd their Foyful Eyes; i 


1080 


The Floods, the'Flames, with equal violence preſt, 


Would both with equal Fulneſs riſe ; 


They'd pant for Drops: from Lite $ pure Springs 


diſtild, 


Nor would their ſacred Longingy yield, 


Till with Immortal Food, and endleſs Pleaſures ll'd, 


O how ſoon their Faith could pierce 


” The Shell of that Myſterious Feaſt ! 


How broken Bread, to Longings fierce, 
Their wounded dying Lord expreſt 1 


Io0g91 


But, 


b, 
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But, Lord, how oft my cold Aﬀettions fail ? 
What Damps my Infant-Heats o'reflow-? : 
Jeſus, for Pity let my Sighs prevail, 
Some Cordial on a Wretch beſtow # 
Olet my Faith, my Hope, my Loverenew'd, 
With more extenſive Strength endrfd, 
Only for Manna long, and loath inferiour Food! 
1100 
But thy-Mercies, Lord, are great, 
And can the Graces begd beſtow, 
And fill me with Superiour Heat, 
And make my Paſſions fiercely glow, 
Tho'ſhort of Heroes, yet thy Grace may find 
Same Seeds in my unmanag'd Heart : 
Tho ſhort of Heroes, my aſpiring Mind 
Graſps at the better, nobler Part. 
O let my Failures'be by Mercy paſt, 


Till with thy. happy Heirs at laſt I110 
I may Eternal Sweets, Eternal Glories talte ! 
XV. 
I dwell alſo with Him who 4 of a Contrige and 
Hunible Spirit. 


Ebriſt, Wy it Thou Devotion” $ Grace obtain ? 
Or inward _—_ Ardour gain? 
A 4 


O ſeek it Early, ſeek it Late; 
Let thy Petitions prove Importunate ! 
With Patience, and with Faith expe the Dole , 
Embrace it cloſely in a lowly Soul ; 

Improve it whenit's gain'd ; but leave (ceive. 
God to appoint the Time when thou ſhalt Grace re- 


If Thou no Heat within canſt find, 1120 
No lively Flames enlarge thy Mind, 
O let that Thought abate thy Pride ! 

Yet not between thy Soul and Hopes diyide ! 

One bappy Moment oft that Gift beſtows, 

Which many tediou Years could ne're diſcloſe : 
God anſwers oft the Prayer at laſt, 

Which ſeem'd refus'd before,ere half theSuit was paſt. 


Should Flames ruſh in at once, the Soul 
Could ne're their rapid Force controul. 


O then with Hopeful Patience wait! 1130 
If Sins obſtrutt, or Sins thy Zeal rebate z 


Small Sins may oft obſcure or hinder Grace, 
(if thoſe be ſmall which mighty Gifts deface) 
© But Smallar Great, when once ſubdu'd, 
Grace may! be new infus'd,or Grace,decay*d,renew'd. 


To 
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To God ſubmit thy Setf, thy Al, 

And ne're thy lingring Luſts recal! 

Then Calms will ſoon o'reſpread thy Mind, 
In Vnion with thy mighty Zord combin?d. 
God's Will ſhall then thy utmoſt Zongings move : 
*Twill Sapid all, and all Delightful prove, 114r 

He's only fit for Heavenly Fires, 

Who, to his God reſign'd, ſubdues his Yain Deſpres. 
A Heart from Earthly Paſſions free, | 
Empty of Creature-Vanity ; 

A Heart all Clean, a Soul all Bright, 
Will all the Bleſſings of its Lord invite. 
The Man who theſe inferiour Things defies, 
The more He, to Himſelf corrupted, dies, 
Grace Fuller, Swifter, Stronger gains, 1150 
And his unfetter'd Soul to endleſs Glory ſtrains, 


He'll ſee, and Heaven's vaſt Stores admire, 
And, glowing with Etherial Fire, |. 
He'll to his Father's Hand reſign, 


And His to God's Eternal Will confine. 
b That happy Man, who with a fingle Heart 
(+) | Seeks God,and won't from Heavenly Reaſonſtart; 


That 


— 
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That Happy Man muſt ſure be bleſt, 
Of God, ſo warmly ſought, and Godlike Grace poſleſt; 


When He before my Table kneels, 1169 
He Extaſy and Rapture, feels; 4 
And, fran above, ſwift Flames Dyvine 
With his bright Soul's internal Glories twine.. . 
And fince his Maſter's Praiſe He values more, 
Than his. own Comforts, or his private Store, 
To be for ever One with Me, 
Of His SeIf-Conqueſts all the great Reward {hall be. 


XVI, 
He fillerh the Hangry Soul with Gladnefs. 


Believer. 
Opt Feſt ! Deareſt Lord ! 
For whortt rhy eager Paſſions tong ; 
O now my pointed Griefs record, 1179 
How weat my Heart, my Wants how firong ! 
How loſt in Vices, how immerſt it! Woes, 
Tempted, diſturb, oppreſt by angry Foes, 
Tainted without, poiſon'd within 
With'the baleful Weeds'of Sin! 


Lord, 


"Patem poraphradd. © y15 


_ ITED 


Lord, to Thee for Help 1 fly ! 
For Comfort and Support to Thee 
I, O All-knowing God, apply.! 
Who all my-private thoughts canſt ſee. 
From Thee true.Comfort, true Aſſiſtance flows; 1180. 
Thy Wiſdom my defeftive Nature knows ; 
More-jndigent than all belide, 
Till with Vertue's Sweets ſupply'd. 


Naked here and Poor I ſtand, 
And pitying Grace with Tears deſire ; 
O feed Me with a bounteous Hand ; 
Enflame my Heart with'Loye's ſoft 'ti ire! 
With thy bright Preſence ſcale my glooniy Eyesz 
Embitter what my Soul on Earth can prize; 
To Patience all 'my Woes convert, 1190 
And from Creatures purge my Heart'! = 


Lift my Heart atove the Skies, 
Nor let it wander here below ; 
Let me all Earthly Joys #eſpile, 
And Sweets which from the Creature flow ! 
Be'thou my richeſt Bread, my nobleſt Wine, 
My Loye Eſſential, and my Joy Divine z 


Ever, 
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; Ever, O Deareſt Jeſus, be : 7-5 
All that's ſweet and good to Me ! 


Let thy Preſence, Lord, enflame Me ! 1200 
O warm, O burn, O change me quite ! 
And to thy Own bleſt Nature frame Me, 
Endv'd with Vigour, Beam'd with Light ! 
Let Me with Thee in Secret Vnions move, 
And melt Me throughly with the Flames of Love !_ 
Nor, from thy Table let my Heart | 
Thirſty ere or Hungry part ! 


Let thy Mercies work on Me 

Wondrous as in thy Saints of old ! 
O may, without a Prodigy, 1219 
Celeſtial Heats my All enfold ! 

I fink 3 but Thou, the bright Eternal Fire 

I Me, make me above the Clouds aſpire ! 
My Intelte&uals fix above, 

And refine my Soul with Love ! 
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XVII. 
But the Fruit of the Spirit is Love, Joy, &c. 


. Believer. 
" XX T 1th true Devotions,and with fervent Love, 
And with a Heart reſign'd, 
And with an Ardent Mind, 
Tow'rd thy Altars, Lord, I move. 
Thy Holy Saints, thy Servants, Lord, of old, 


Were very rarely in Devotion cold, 122t 
But with Humility 
They'd bow before thy Face ; 
O may I ſo approach to Thee, 


Dear Lord, great Source of Heavenly Grace! 
And with a faithful Soul thy offer'd Loves embrace ! 


I know I tnerit Nothing, but I bring 
A willing Heart to Thee ; 
As if my Love could be 
Raigd from ſome Eternal Spring. 1230 
Whatever Vows the pureſt Minds conceive, 
I with ſubmiſſive Veneration leave 
Before my God, ttiy King, 
Nor would 1 Part detain, 
My All 1 for an Offering bring z 


318 Th Chin Hook TV. 


Let others Sacrilege maintain, 
I'd with a Heart entire my Saviour entertain. 


© Thou my Lord, my Gaed, whoſe wondrous Art 
Firſt rais'd my curious Mould, 
And, when to Follies fold, 1240 
Did the Kind Redeemer's paxt. 
Let Me my Lord with ſuch firm Loves embrace; 
Such 4we, fuch thankfut Praiſe, ſuch humble Gyace; 
Such Faith, Hope, Purity, 
Asthat bleſt Maid of of, 
When what ber Womb's left Fruir ſhould be; 
With Smiles the cheerful Angel told, 
| Zo! I thy Servant Lord! Thy kind Engagements hold! 


So thy great Harbinger, the Bapti/#, too, 
Thoin his Mother's Womb, - 
Before thte found a Room, 125t 
His exulting Joys.to ſhew. | 
And, when He ſaw thee paſſing, humbly cry'd, 
La there the Bridegroom of the Glorious. Bride ! 
AndI, bis Friend, with Joy 
His ſacred Language hear 3 
O may I ſo my Thoughts employ ! 
When I before thy Face appear, 
May my exulting Heart the Robes. af Gladgeſs wear ! ' 
rve 


Pg 
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I've heard of Holy Saints with Joys enflam'd, 
Till the contending Soul 1261 
Could not the Force controul, 
Which their inward Joys proclaim'd. 
Pve heard of Extafes, and wondrous Lights, 
And Glorious Vi/zous, and Myſteriow Flights, 
Pve heard the Creature loud 
Thy mighty Acts reſound ; 
May I, with inward Heat endow*d, 
Spread thy 1lluſtrious Glories round, * 
My Heart with boundleſs Joys, and beavenly Rap- 
tures crown'd, 1270 


Accept my Vows, Dear Lord, accept my Praiſe, 
Thoſe holy Hymns, which I 
Would to Infinity, 
Vaſt as thy Immenſeneſfs, raiſe. (Praiſe 
Praiſe, Lord, I owe Thee, and would give Thee 
Thro' ſhorteſt Moments, and thro? longeſt Days ; 
Nor would I, Lord, alone, 
Thy Praiſes celebrate. 
Pd draw the bleſſed Angels down, 
Pd move the World's united State, 1289 
Till they in Deathleſs Songs thy Gratiou Ads relate. 


May 
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May the wide World, the many-Languaeg'd Tribe, 
With Fervour, Lord, proclaini 
Thy Ever-glorious Name, 
And tothy Renown ſubſcribe ! 
May We, who bere with awful Revtrence feed, 
From Faith to Faith, _ Love to Love proceed, 
Till we with mutual Prayers 
Each others Health implore, 
And, freed from all inferiour Cares, 1290 
And, fed from thy Immortal Store, 
IWe live and ever love, but jar and faint no mores 


XVIII. 
The ſetret things belong unto the Lord our God. 


Chriſt. . 

Set how the dreadful Peſt o're-flows, 
How ſwift the dark malignant Angel flies, . 
Enters the Heart, and thence infe&s the Eyes ! 

See how the Fiend triumphant grows, 
And ſpreads the curious fatal Temper m_ 

d es the ſballow Fool attempt the Deeps pro- 
And mak ſb ] P q Aatp 


Poot 
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Poor Man, abus'd by Reaſon's Glare, 
Will needs into bis Maker's Secrets pry, 13009 
And comprehend Myſterious Majeſty, 
And all his boundleſs Powers declare. 
Reaſon a Stay till Sin obſcur'd the World, 
And from its lofty Sphere the radiant Subſtance hurl'd, 


It ſhines ſtill, but with faded Light, 
Dim, and uncertain, and with Scurf o'relaid ; 
Yet #ow would thoſe ſuperiour Orbs invade, 
It funrd, with native Luſtre bright. 
Then Man his mighty Soveraign's Nature knew, 
But from the dark Reſearch with awful Wiſdom flew. 
1310 
They'd now with falſe Philoſophy, 
Falſe Reaſon, falſe Diſcourſe, and falſe Deſign, 
Beyond the harmleſs Protoplaſt refine ; 
And, with a ſawcy daring Eye, 
Anatomize and quite decipher Me, (Deity; 
And like themſelves would bound and mould the 


Can't they diſcern how Three are One / 
Can't they conceive how One ſub/zſts in Three ? 
Can't they my Graces ſmalleſt Movements ſee 
Thro? Holy Inſtitutions drawn ? t329 
Y Tho 
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Tho Scripture both in plaineſt Words deſcry, 
They'l unfelt Truths abjure, and give their God the Lie. 


With rotting Limbs and tainted Souls, 
They ſcorn the modeſt Chriſtians humble Flight ; 
Banter's their Senſe, and Blaſphemy their Light : 
Yet while to Hell they fink in Sholes, 
Men muſt their worldly Wiſdom's Reach admire, 
Who for a Carnal Crew a Carnal God deſire. 


Blind with the Beams of ſacred Light, 
As Batts they flutter in a Cloudleſs Air, 1330 
Nor can my Majeſty*s Refulgence bear, 
But gaſp and ſicken at the Sight. 
They*d my waſt Sphere to their ſhort Span confine ; 
Or like the ſwelling Toad with Oxlike Greatneſs ſhine, 


For ſhame let Brutes at laſt believe, 
God may be more than Man can Underſtand, 
Nor can they reach to his All-powerful Hand. 
The bumble Soul may Truth retrieve ; 
And He who bows his Head to Antient Lore, 
May grow more wiſe at laſt, tho but a Fool before, 


Bleſt, ever bleſt be ſober Minds, 1341 
Who won't for needleſs Queſtions wildly range, 


Nor 


He 


T: 
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Nor Revelation for their Reaſon change ! 
What Heaps eternal Darkneſs finds, 
Who, with their humbler Senſe diſſatisfi'd, 
Too near the ſcorching Sun on waxen Wings would 
(ride. 
I in a favour'd Saint demand, 
Not ſuch a wondrous Reach, or Senſe profound, 
But a&ive Faith with-Holy PraGice crown'd. 
And can that Ideot underſtand 1350 
The Myſtick Movements of Unbounded Will, 
Who in a paltry Fly confounds his utmoſt Skill ? 


Tome, dear Soul, thy Senſe ſubmit ! 
To mighty Faith let ſhatter*d Reaſon yield, 
Not, like a Rebel, proudly keep the Field ! 
I'll give Thee apprebenſive Wit, 
Lead Thee with heavenly Wiſdow?s conſtant Light 
Thro all the dangerous Gloorn of IntelleFual Night. 


Tyeir Faith, my Preſence, ſome diſpute, 1359 
In Bread and Wine, with Vapours both amus'd 
By Hell's black King, in Reaſon's Garh, , diffus'd. 
Be thou to all his Queſtions mute, 
Thy Faith to my unfailing Word relign 
Hell's King will quickly fly before the Sword Divine. 


LT 2 Yet 
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Yet when the Devil baits Thee ſo, 
It proves Thee, not by Heaven deſerted quite; 
Hell ſcorns againſt his certain Slaves to fight, 
But where the Plants of Yertue grow, 
He'll try a thouſand Arts the Roots to kill, 1369 
And on the blooming Hopes his blaſting Dews diſtil. 


O to my Altars then prefer 
A Faith unmov'd, and ſuppliant Reverence ! 
And tho thou feel'ſt thy own imperfect Senſe, 
To me the myſtick Part refer ! 
Who in Himſelf confides, Himſelf deceives ; 
But God the faithful Soul in no Amuſement leaves. 


My Walk with honeſt Hearts is free, 
My Counſels I to humble Souls reveal, 
And ncedful Truths to prideleſs Babes unſeal. 
Large Minds are more enlarg'd by Me; 1389 
But juſtly I refuſe my ſighted Grace (brace. 
To proud alluming Fools, who curious Dreams ea- 


When firſt in Man I fixt a Zight, 
. A Spotleſs Sun his little World ſurvey'd, 
By no diſtemper'd Organs Fumes decay'd 
Put Sin induc'd the gloomy Night. 
Now 


_- 
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Now Reaſon oft an erring Guide appears, 


While ore Life's ſtormy Seas Faith only ſafely ſteers, 


Let Reaſon then preſume no more 138g 
To fix Faith's Rule, or gnide the wandring Mind, 
My Word 1 for that conſtant Rule deſign'd. 
But Faith's condufting Hand implore 
Where that thro Hell's dark Ambuſcadoes leads, 
Safe in his Maſters ſteps the cautious Servant treads. 


Here in the Sacramental Feaſt 
Faith walks, attended by her darling Love ; 
Both here in Beauty and in Strength improve, 
By Myſtick Ways and Means encreas'd. 
God, great, immenſe, can mighty Wonders do, 
Nov caa the fharpeſt Eyes bis cloudy Flights purſue. 
1409 
Had Man by Wit anatomiz'd 
My Actions, or without a Veil had ſhown 
The dreadful Honours of my Glorious Throne, 
H'had ſoon my Glorious Throne deſpigd. 
He's not unutterably Great nor Wiſe, 
W hoſe Strength and Wiſdom plain and naked lies 
To ſhallow wordy Tongues, and unbelieving Eyes. 


FINTS. 
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The Churches Hymn after the Euchariſt, 


Lory be to God on high ! 
God whoreigns above the Sky ! 
Great, Myſterious Majeſty ! 
May that Eternal Peace, which ſhone 
With radiant Beams about thy awful Throne, 
May ſhe on Golden Wings deſcend, 
And Her bleſt Influence extend 
Thro the rough Corners of the noiſy World, 

Late into impious Fars, and dark Confuſzons hurl'd. 
Welcome ! welcome ſacred Love ! 
Welcome from thoſe Realms above ! 
Goodneſs, Kindneſs, Mercy, Light, 
O diſpel our gloomy Night ! 

Till, inclin'd to Vertue, we 
Only Love and Live to Thee. | 
We Bleſs Thee, We Praiſe Thee, 
In Anthems we raiſe Thee, 
In our daily Devotions ; 
And, kneeling before Thee, 
We humbly adore thee, 
And, with Heavenly Motions, 
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Thy Glories we view, 
And thy Service purſue, 
, Till, on Extaſy's Wings, 
We advance from the Springs, 
Till we flutter and dip on the fathomleſs Oceans. 
Glorious God, Celeſtial King ! 
To Thee, O our Father Almighty ! we ſing. 
Jeſus Loyd, Eternal Son, 
Begot before the Birth of Time ! 
God above the Gods ſublime ! 
With thy Glorious Fatber One ! 
Feſus, Saviour ! condeſcending 
For a /anful World below ! 
Spotleſs Lamb! thy Blood expending 
To ſubdue our deadly Foe / 
Precious Sacrifice ! appointed 
Heavenly Anger to allay ! 
Prophet, King and Prieſt anomted ! 
Thou who tak'ſt our Sins away ! 
O the Ways of Truth diſplay, 
Lord ! and with a gentle Sway, 
Make our willing Hearts obey ! 
Mercy, Lord, we Mercy crave, 
O our Souls in Mercy ſave ! 
Thou who tak'ſt our Sins away, 
Bow, and hear thy Servants pray, 
Mercy, Lord, &c. Thou 
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Thou who tak” f owr Sins away, 

- Lord, thy gracious Arms diſplay ! 
Hear,  O bear thy Servants pray ! 
'-O'Thou who ſittſt above the Sky, 

On God's right Hand exalted bigh, -- 
Cloth'd with glorious Ma eſtys * 
Mercy, Lord, &6. 
Holineſs belongs to Thee : 
Holy, Holy, Holy, We, 
O-Eternal Trinity, - 

Sing out with Age} Quires, and ever ſing to Thee ! 
Thou, 'Hly Fefus, art-oilr Lotf.glone, 
And os the' Spirit, and with the Father One, 

_ »- Of .One:Immortal Throne pdſleſt, 
And with unived: Praiſes united Glories bleft.. 
do * Rs Frak 


Heo cecini —— Chriſt Duce, "&: Hſpios Chriſto; 
Saucius ab - Domini Peftus amore mei. 
4vt Landes, Pater, vretuas graviore canamu, 
| . Inreſides Animos,  Spiritus Alme, wveni ! 
| '- Amen. 


FINIS. 


